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(continued.) 

CHAPTER  VII, 

"Being  got  out  of  town,  the  first  thing  I  did  was  to  give  my  mul« 
lier  head. "— GW  Bias. 

Although  the  character  of  Maltravers  was  gradually 
becoiriiiig  more  hard  and  severe;  although, as  his  reason 
grew  more  muscular,  his  imagiiiation  lo.sl  something  of 
its  early  bloom,  nnd  he  whs  already  very  different  Irom 
the  wild  bi»y  who  had  set  the  Gf-rman  youths  in  a  blaz<^, 
and  liad  changed  into  aeasile  of  indolence  the  little  cot- 
tage tenanted  with  poetry  and  Alire,  he  still  pre.-^erved 
many  of  his  old  habits;  he  loved,  at  frequent  intervals, 
to  disappear  from  the  great  world — to  get  rid  of  books 
and  friends,  and  luxury  and  wealth,  and  make  solitary 
excursions,  sometimes  on  foot,  sometimes  on  horseback, 
through  this  fair  garden  of  England. 

It  was  one  soft  May-day  that  he  found  himself  on 
such  an  expedition,  slowly  riding  through  one  of  the 
green  lanes  of shire.  His  cloak  and  his  saddle- 
bags comprised  all  his  baggage,  and  the  world  was  be- 
fore him  "  where  to  choose  his  place  of  rest."  The 
lane  wound  at  length  into  the  main  road,  and  just  as 
he  came  upon  it  he  fell  in  with  a  gay  party  of  eques- 
trians. 

Foremost  of  this  cavalcade  rode  a  lady  in  a  dark  green 
habit,  mounted  on  a  thoroughbred  English  horse,  which 
Bhe  managed  with  so  easy  a  grace  that  iMaltravers  halt- 
ed in  involuntary  admiration.  He  himself  was  a  con- 
Bummate  horseman,  and  he  had  the  quick  eye  of  sym- 
pathy lor  those  who  shared  the  accomplishment.  He 
thought,  as  he  gazed,  that  he  had  never  seen  but  one  wo- 
man whose  air  and  mien  on  horseback  were  so  full 
of  that  nameless  elegance  which  skill  and  courage  in 
any  art  naturally  bestow — that  woman  was  Valerie  de 


St.  VenjLadour.     Presently,  to  his  great  surprise,  the  la- 

■  dy  advanceid  from  her  companions,  neared  Maltrnvers, 

•  "*'"*'^^*''an"3  saia,'^ih  a'voice'which  lie  did  not  at  first  distinctly 

^  recognise— "  Is  it  possitde!  do  I  see  Mr.  Maltrnvers?" 

She  paused  a  moment,  and  then  threw  aside  her  veil, 
and  Ernest  beheld — Madame  de  St.  Ventadour!  By 
this  time  a  tall  thin  gentleman  had  joined  the  French- 
woman. 

"Has  madame  met  with  an  acquaintance ?"  said  he; 
"  and  if  so,  will  she  permit  me  to  partake  her  pleas- 
ure r' 

The  interruption  seemed  a  relief  to  Valerie ;  she 
smiled  and  coloured. 

"Let  me  introduce  to  you  Mr.  Maltravers.  Mr.  Mal- 
travers,  this  is  my  host,  Lord  Doningdale." 

The  two  gentlemen  bowed,  the  rest  of  the  cavalcade 
surrounded  the  trio,  and  L'>rd  Doningdale,  with  a  state- 
ly yet  frank  courtesy,  invited  Maltravers  to  return  with 
the  party  to  his  house,  which  was  about  four  miles  dis- 
tant. As  may  be  supposed,  Ernest  readily  accepted 
the  invitniion.  'I'he  cavalcade  proceeded,  and  Maltrav- 
ers hastened  to  &eek  an  explanation  from  Valerie.  It 
was  soon  given.  Madame  de  St.  Ventadour  had  a 
younger  sister,  who  had  lately  married  a  son  of  Lord 
Doningdale.  The  marriage  had  been  solemnized  in 
Paris,  and  .Monsieur  and  Madame  de  St.  Ventadour  had 
been  in  England  a  week  on  a  visit  to  the  English  peer. 

The  rencontre  was  so  sudden  and  unexpected,  that 
neither  recovered  sufficient  self-possession  for  fluent 
conversation.  Tlie  explanation  given,  Valerie  snnk  into 
a  thoughtful  silence,  and  Maltravers  rode  by  her  side 
equally  taciturn,  pondering  on  the  strange  chance  which, 
after  the  lapse  of  years,  had  thrown  ihem  again  together. 
Lord  Doningdale,  who  at  first  li.igered  with  his  other 
visiters,  now  joined  thein,  and  Maltrnvers  whs  struck 
with  his  highbred  manner,  juid  a  singulnr  and  somewhat 
elaborate  polish  in  his  emphasis  and  expression.  Ttiey 
soon  entered  a  noble  park,  which  ntte>ted  far  moie 
care  and  attention  than  is  usually  bestowed  upon  tho-e 
demesnes  so  peculiarly  English.  Young  plantations 
everywhere  contrasted  the  venerable  groves— new  cot- 
tages of  picturesque  design  adorned  the  outskirts — and 
obelisks  and  columns,  copied  from  the  antique,  and  evi- 
dently of  recent  workmanship,  gleamed  upon  them  as 
they  neared  the  house — a  large  pile,  in  which  the  fash 
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ion  of  Queen  Anne's  day  had  been  altered  into  the 
French  roofs  and  windows  of  the  architecture  of  the 
Tuileries. 

"  You  reside  much  in  the  country,  I  am  sure,  my 
lord,"  said  Maltravers. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Lord  Doningdale,  with  a  pensive  air, 
"ttiis  place  is  jrreally  endeared  to  me.  Here  his  ma- 
jesty Louis  the  Eighteenth,  when  in  England,  honoured 
me  with  an  annual  visit.  In  compliment  to  him,  I 
sought  to  modi^l  my  poor  mansion  into  an  humLle  like- 
ness of  his  own  p'nlHce,  so  that  he  might  as  little  as 
possible  miss  the  rights  he  had  lost.  His  own  rooms 
were  finished  exactly  like  those  he  hnd  occupied  at  the 
Tuileries.  Yes,  the  place  is  endeared  to  me — I  think 
of  the  old  times  with  pride.  It  is  something  to  have 
sheltered  a  Bourbon  in  his  misfortunes." 

"  It  cost  milord  a  vast  sum  to  make  these  alterations," 
said  Madame  de  St.  Yentadour,  glancing  archly  at  Mai- 
travers. 

"  Ah,  yes,"  said  the  old  lord,  and  his  face,  lately  ela- 
ted, became  overcast— "  nearly  thiee  hundred  thousand 
pounds ;  but  what  then — '  Les  souvenirs,  tnadame,  sont 
sans  prix  /' " 

"  Have  you  visited  Puris  since  the  restoration,  Lord 
Doningdale  V  asked  Maltravers. 

His  Inrdship  looked  at  him  sharply,  and  then  turned 
his  eye  to  Madame  de  St.  Yentadour. 

'■  Nay."  said  Valerie,  laughing,  *'  1  did  not  dictate  the 
que'-tion." 

"  Y'es,"  said  Lord  Doningdale,  "  I  have  been  at  Paris." 
"His  majesty  must  have  been  delighted  to  return 
yotir  lordship's  hospitality." 

Lord  Doningdale  looked  a  little  embarrassed,  and 
made  no  reply,  but  put  his  horse  into  a  canter. 

"  You  have  galled  our  host,"  said  Valerie,  smiling. 
"Louis  XVIII.  and  his  friends  lived  here  as  long  as 
they  pleased,  and  as  sumptuously  as  they  could  ;  their 
visits  half  ruined  the  owner,  who  is  the  model  of  a 
gentilhomme  and  preux  chevalier.  He  went  to  Paris 
to  witness  their  triumph;  he  expected,  I  fancy,  the 
order  of  the  St.  Esprit.  Lord  Doningdale  has  royal 
blood  in  his  veins.  His  majesty  asked  him  once  to 
dinner,  and  when  he  took  leave,  said  to  him,  '  We  are 
liap[)y,  Lord  Doningdale,  to  have  thiis  requited  our 
obiJ^ationa  to  your  lordship.'    Lord  Douin^jdale  weut 
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back  in  dudgeon,  yet  he  still  boasts  of  his  souvenirs, 
poor  man." 

"  Princes  are  not  grateful,  neither  are  repubhcs," 
said  Maltravers. 

"Ah!  who  is  grateful,"  rejoined  Valerie,  "except  a 
dog  and  a  woman  V 

Maltravers  found  himself  ushered  into  a  vast  dres- 
sing-room, and  was  informed  by  a  French  valet  that, 
in  the  country.  Lord  Doningdale  dined  at  six ;  the  first 
bell  would  riiig  in  a  few  minutes.  While  the  valet  was 
speaking,  Lord  Doningdale  himself  entered  the  room. 
His  lordship  had  learned,  in  the  mean  while,  that  Mal- 
travers was  of  the  great  and  ancient  commoners' house, 
whose  honours  were  centred  in  his  brother  ;  and  yet 
more,  that  he  was  the  Mr.  Maltravers  whose  writings 
every  one  talked  of,  whether  for  praise  or  abuse.  Lord 
Doningdale  had  the  two  characlerisiics  of  a  highbred 
gentleman  of  the  old  school,  respect  for  birth  and  re- 
spect for  talent;  he  was,  therefore,  more  than  ordina- 
rily courteous  to  Ernest,  and  pressed  him  to  stay  some 
days  with  so  much  cordiality  that  Maltravers  could  not 
but  assent.  His  travelling  toilet  was  scanty ;  but  Mal- 
travers thought  little  of  dress,  and  in  a  carter's  frock 
he  would  have  looked  what  he  was — the  descendant  of 
the  Norman — that  aristocrat  of  the  world.  Bui,  like 
the  Normans,  he  owed  the  air  of  command  to  mind, 
not  birth. 


CHAPTER  VHL 

"  It  is  the  soul  that  seps.     The  outward  eyes 
Present  the  object,  but  the  rniml  descries, 
And  thence  delight,  disgust,  or  cool  indifference  rise." 

Crabbe. 

When  Maltravers  entered  the  enormous  saloon,  hung 
with  damask,  and  decornted  with  the  ponderous  enrich- 
ments and  furniture  of  the  time  of  Louis  XIV.  (that 
most  showy  and  barbarous  of  all  tastes,  which  has 
nothing  in  it  of  the  graceful,  nothing  of  the  picturesque, 
and  which,  nowadays,  people  who  should  know  better 
imitate  with  a  ludicrous  servility),  he  found  sixteen 
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persons  assembled.  His  host  stepped  up  from  a  circle 
which  surrounded  him,  and  formally  presented  his  new 
visiier  to  the  rest.  He  was  struck  with  the  likeness 
which  the  sister  of  Valerie  bore  to  Valerie  herself;  but 
it  was  a  sobered  and  chastened  likeness — less  handsome, 
less  impressive.  Mrs.  George  Herbert — such  was  the 
name  she  now  owned — was  a  pretty,  shrinking,  timid 
girl,  fond  of  her  husband,  and  mightily  awed  by  her 
father-in-law.  Maltravers  sat  by  her,  and  drew  her  into 
conversation.  He  could  not  help  pitying  the  poor  lady 
when  he  found  she  was  to  live  altogether  at  Uoningdele 
Park ;  remote  from  all  the  friends  and  habits  of  her 
childhood  ;  alone,  so  far  as  the  affections  were  con- 
cerned, with  a  young  husband,  who  was  passionately 
fond  of  field-sports,  and  who,  from  the  few  words  Er- 
nest exchanged  with  him,  seemed  to  have  only  three 
ideas — his  dogs,  his  horses,  and  his  wife.  Alas !  t.'ie 
last  would  soon  be  the  least  in  importance.  It  is  a  sad 
position  ;  a  lively  young  Frenchwoman  entombed  in  an 
English  country  house !  Marriages  with  foreigners  are 
seldom  fortunate  experiments  !  But  Ernest's  attention 
was  soon  diverted  from  the  sister  by  the  entrance  of 
Valerie  herself,  leaning  on  her  husband's  arm.  Hith- 
erto he  had  not  very  minutely  observed  what  change 
time  had  effected  in  her;  perhaps  he  was  half  afraid. 
He  now  gazed  at  her  with  curious  interest.  Valerie 
was  still  extremely  handsome,  but  her  fnce  had  grown 
sharper,  her  form  thinner,  and  more  angular;  there  was 
something  in  her  eye  and  lip,  discontented,  restless, 
almost  querulous  :  such  is  the  too  common  expression 
in  the  face  of  those  born  to  love,  and  condemned  to  be 
indifferent.  The  little  sister  was  more  to  be  envied  of 
the  two ;  come  what  may,  she  loved  her  husband,  such 
as  he  was,  and  her  heart  might  ache,  but  it  was  not 
with  a  void. 

Monsieur  de  St.  Ventadour  soon  shuffled  up  to  Mal- 
travers, his  nose  longer  than  ever. 

"  Hein — hein — how  d'ye  do — how  d'ye  do  ? — charmed 
to  see  you — saw  madame  before  me — hein — hein — I 
suspect — I  suspect — " 

"  Mr.  Maltravers,  will  you  give  Madame  de  St.  Ven- 
tadour your  arm]"  said  Lord  Dauingdale,  as  he  stalked 
on  to  the  dining-room  with  a  duchess  on  his  own. 

"  And  you  have  left  Naples,"  said  Maltravers ;  "  left 
it  for  good  1" 


8  CnANGE — THE    SYMPATHIES    PASS. 

"We  do  not  think  of  returning." 

"  It  was  a  charming  place — how  1  loved  it !  how  well 
I  remember  ii !"  Ernest  spoke  calmly ;  it  was  but  a 
general  remark. 

Valerie  sighed  slightly. 

During  dinner,  the  conversation  between  Maltravers 
and  Madame  de  St.  Ventadour  was  VMgue  and  embar- 
rassed. Ernest  was  no  longer  in  love  with  her  ;  he  had 
outgrown  that  youthful  fancy.  She  had  e.xercised  an 
inHuence  over  him  ;  the  new  influences  that  he  had  cre- 
ated had  chased  away  her  image.  Such  is  life.  Long 
absences  extinguish  all  the  false  lights,  though  not  the 
true  ones.  The  lamps  are  dead  in  the  banqnet-room  of 
yesterday;  but  a  thousand  years  hence,  and  the  stars 
•we  look  on  to-night  will  burn  as  biightly.  Maltravers 
•was  no  longer  in  love  with  Valerie.  But  Valeiie — ah, 
perhnps  hers  had  been  true  love! 

Maltravers  was  surprised  when  he  came  to  examine 
the  state  of  his  own  feelings  ;  he  was  surprise. i  to  find 
tjiat  his  pulse  did  not  beat  quicker  at  the  touch  of  one 
whose  very  glance  had  once  thrilled  hini  to  the  soul; 
he  was  surprised,  but  rejoiced.  Hh  was  no  longer  anx- 
ious to  seek,  but  to  shun  excitement,  and  he  was  a  bet- 
ter and  a  higher  being  than  he  had  been  on  the  shores 
of  Naples. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

"Whence  that  low  voice,  a  whisper  from  the  heart, 
Th^l  told  of  days  long  past." 

Wordsworth. 

Ernest  stayed  several  days  at  Lord  Doningdale's,  and 
every  day  he  rode  ont  with  Valerie,  hut  it  was  with  a 
large  party  ;  and  every  evening  he  conversed  with  her, 
but  the  whole  world  inight  have  overheard  what  they 
said.  In  fact,  the  sympathy  that  had  once  existed  be- 
tween the  young  dreamer  and  the  proud,  discontented 
■woman,  had  in  much  passed  away.  Awakened  to  vast 
and  grand  objects,  Maltravers  was  a  dreamer  no  more. 
Inured  to  the  life  of  trifles  she  had  once  loathed,  Va- 
lerie had  sculcd  dowu  into  the  usiiges  aixd  tlioughts  of 
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the  common  world  ;  she  had  no  longer  the  superiority 
of  earthly  wisdom  over  Maltravers,  and  his  romance 
WHS  sobered  in  its  eloquence,  and  her  ear  dulled  to  ics 
tone.  Stiil  Ernest  felt  a  dt'ep  interest  in  her,  and  slili 
she  seemt'd  to  feel  a  sensitive  pride  in  his  career. 

One  evei  ing  Maltravers  had  joined  a  circle  in  which 
Madame  de  St.  Ventadour,  with  more  than  her  usual  an- 
imation, presided  ;  and  to  which,  in  her  pretty,  womanly, 
and  thoroughly  French  way,  she  was  lightly  laying 
down  the  law  on  a  hundred  subjects — philosophy,  po- 
etry, Sevres  china,  and  the  balance  of  power  in  Kurope. 
Ernest  listened  to  her,  delighted,  but  not  enchanted. 
Yet  Valerie  was  not  natural  that  night — she  was  speik- 
ing  from  forced  spirits. 

"  Well,"  said  Madame  de  St.  Ventadour  at  last,  tired, 
perhaps,  of  the  part  she  had  been  playing,  and  bringing 
to  a  sudden  close  an  animated  description  of  the  then 
French  court — "  well,  see  now  if  we  ought  not  to  be 
ashamed  of  ourselves;  our  talk  has  positively  inter- 
rupted the  music.  Did  you  see  Lord  Doningdale  stop  it 
with  a  bow  to  me,  as  much  as  to  say,  with  his  courtly 
reproof — '  It  sha'n't  disturb  you,  madam  !'  I  will  no 
longer  be  accessary  to  your  crime  of  bad  taste  !" 

VVith  this  the  Frenchwoman  rose,  and,  gliding  through 
the  circle,  seated  herself  alone  at  the  farther  end  of  the 
room.  Ernest  followed  her  with  his  eyes.  Suddenly 
she  beckoned  to  him,  and  he  approached  and  seated 
himself  by  her  side. 

"  Mr.  Maltravers,"  said  Valerie  then,  with  great  sweet- 
ness in  her  voice,  "  I  have  not  yet  expressed  to  you 
the  delight  I  have  felt  from  your  genius.  In  absence 
you  have  suffered  me  to  converse  with  you ;  your 
books  have  been  to  me  dear  friends  :  as  we  shall  soon 
part  again,  let  me  now  tell  you  of  this,  frankly  and 
without  compliment." 

This  paved  the  way  to  a  conversation  that  approached 
more  on  the  precincts  of  the  past  than  any  they  had 
yet  known.  But  Ernest  was  guarded,  and  Valerie 
watched  his  words  and  looks  with  an  interest  she  could 
not  conceal;  an  interest  that  partook  of  dissappoint- 
ment. 

"  It  is  an  excitement,"  said  Valerie,  "  to  climb  a 
mountain,  though  it  fatigue,  and  though  the  clouds 
may  even  deny  us  a  prospect  from  its  summit;  it  is  an 
excitement  that  gives  a  very  universal  pleasure,  and 


10  AMBITIOiV    AND    COMPOSITION'. 

that  seems  as  if  it  were  the  result  of  a  common  human 
in.stincl,  whicli  makes  us  desire  to  rise,  to  get  above 
the  ordinary  thoroughfares  and  level  of  life.  tSome 
such  pleasure  you  must  have  in  intellectual  ambition, 
iu  which  tlie  mind  is  the  upward  traveller." 

*'  It  is  not  the  ambiiioH  that  pleases,"  repli'.d  Maltrav- 
ers ;  "  it,  is  the;  following  ;i  path  congenial  to  our  tastes, 
and  made  dear  to  us  in  a  short  time  by  habit.  The  mo- 
ments in  which  we  look  beyond  our  work,  and  fancy 
ourselves  seated  beneaih  the  everlasting  laurel,  art^  fi  w. 
It  is  the  work  itself,  whether  of  action  or  lit'  rature,  that 
interests  and  excites  us.  And  at  length  the  dryness  of 
toil  takes  the  familinr  sweetness  of  custom.  But  in  in- 
tellectual labour  there  is  another  charm — we  become 
more  intimate  with  our  own  nature.  The  heart  and  the 
soul  grow  friends,  as  it  were,  and  iheaflTeciions  and  as- 
pirations unite.  Thus  we  are  never  without  society, 
we  are  never  ahnie  ;  all  that  we  have  read,  learned,  and 
discovered  is  company  to  us.  This  is  pleasant,"  added 
Maltravers,  "  lo  those  who  have  no  dear  connexions  in 
the  world  without." 

"  And  is  that  your  case  ]"  asked  Valerie,  with  a  timid 
smile. 

"Alas,  yes!  and  since  I  conquered  one  affection,  Ma- 
dame de  >St.  Ventadour,  I  almost  think  I  have  outJived 
the  capacity  of  loving.  1  believe  that  when  we  culti- 
vate very  largely  the  reason  or  the  imagination,  we 
bhint,  to  a  certain  extent,  our  young  susceptibilities  to 
the  fair  impressions  of  real  life.  From  'idleness,'  says 
the  old  Roman  poet,  '  Love  feeds  his  torch.'" 

"  You  are  too  yoimg  to  talk  thus." 

"  1  speak  as  I  feel." 

Valerie  said  no  more. 

Shortly  afterward  Lord  Doningdale  approached  them, 
and  proposed  that  they  siiould  make  an  excursion  the 
next  day  to  see  the  ruins  oi  an  old  abbey  some  few 
miles  distant. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

"  If  I  should  meet  thee 

Alter  long  years. 
How  shall  1  greet  thee?" 


BVRON. 


It  was  a  smaller  parly  than  usual  the  next  day,  con- 
eistiiig  only  of  Lord  Doaingdale,  his  son  George  Her- 
bert, Valerie,  and  Ernest.  They  were  returning  from 
the  ruins,  and  the  sun,  novv  gradually  approaching  the 
west,  threw  its  slant  rays  over  tlie  gardens  and  houses 
of  a  small  picturesque  town,  or,  perhaps,  rather  village, 
oil  the  high  North  Road.  It  is  one  of  the  prettiest 
places  in  England,  that  town  or  vilbige,  and  boasts  an 
excellent  oldfashioned  inn,  with  a  large  and  quanit 
pleasure-garden.  It  was  through  the  long  and  strag- 
gling street  that  our  little  party  slowly  rode,  when  the 
Sky  became  suddenly  overcast,  and  a  few  large  hail- 
stones falling  gave  notice  of  an  approaching  storm. 

"  I  told  you  we  should  not  get  safely  through  the 
day,"  said  George  Herbert.     '•  Novv  we  are  in  for  it." 

"George,  that  is  a  vulgar  expression,"  said  Lord 
Doningdale,  buttoning  up  his  coat.  While  he  spokf.  a 
vivid  Hash  of  lightning  darted  across  their  very  paih, 
and  the  sky  grew  darker  and  darker. 

"  We  may  as  well  rest  at  the  inn,"  said  Maltravet*; 
"  the  storm  is  coming  on  apace,  and  Madame  de  Jm. 
Ventadour — " 

"  V'ou  are  right,"  interrupted  Lord  Doningdale ;  and 
he  put  his  horse  into  a  canter. 

They  were  soon  at  the  door  of  the  old  hotel.  Bells 
rai.g — dogs  barked — hostlers  ran.  A  plain,  dark  travel- 
ling post  chariot  was  before  the  inn  door;  and,  roused 
perhaps  by  the  noise  below,  a  lady  in  the  "  first  floor 
front.  No.  2,"  came  to  the  window.  This  lady  owned 
the  travelling-carriage,  and  was  at  this  time  alone  in 
that  apartment.  As  she  looked  carelessly  at  the  party, 
her  eyes  re-ted  on  one  form — she  turned  pale,  uttered  a 
faint  cry,  and  fell  senseless  on  the  tloor. 

Meanwhile  Lord  Doningdi-Ie  and  his  guests  were 
shown  into  the  room  next  to  that  teiiaaloJ  by  the  lady. 
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Properly  speaking,  both  the  rooms  made  one  long  apart- 
ment for  balls  and  county  meetings,  and  the  division 
was  formed  by  a  thin  partition,  removeable  at  pleasure. 
The  hail  now  came  on  fast  and  heavy,  the  trees  groaned, 
the  thunder  roared  ;  and  in  the  large  dreary  room  there 
was  a  palpable  and  oppressive  sense  of  coldness  and 
discomfort.  Valerie  shivered — a  fire  was  lighted,  and 
the  Frenchwoman  drew  near  to  it. 

"  You  are  wet,  my  dear  lady,"  said  Lord  Doning- 
dale.  "  You  should  take  off  that  close  habit  and  have 
it  dried." 

"Uh,  no;  what  matters  it?"  said  Valerie,  bitterly, 
and  almost  rudely. 

"  It  matters  everything,"  said  Ernest;  "pray  be  ruled." 

"And  do  you  oiire  for  me  V  murmured  Valerie. 

"  Can  yon  ask  that  question  V  replied  Ernest,  in  the 
same  tone,  and  with  atfectionate  and  friendly  warmth. 

Meanwhile  the  good  old  lord  had  summoned  the 
chambermaid,  and  with  the  kindly  iniperiousness  of  a 
father  made  Valerie  leave  the  room.  The  three  gentle- 
men, left  together,  talked  of  the  storm,  wondered  how 
long  it  would  last,  and  debated  the  propriety  of  sending 
to  Doningdale  for  the  carriage.  While  they  spoke  the 
hail  suddenly  ceased,  though  clouds  in  the  distant  hori- 
zon were  bearing  heavily  up  to  renew  the  charge, 
George  Herbert,  who  was  the  most  impatient  of  mor- 
tals, especially  of  rainy  weather  in  a  strange  place, 
seized  the  occasion,  and  insisted  on  riding  to  Doning- 
dale and  sending  back  the  carriage. 

"  Surely  a  groom  would  do  as  well,  George,"  said 
the  father. 

"  My  dear  father,  no ;  I  should  envy  the  rogue  too 
much.  I  am  bored  to  death  here.  Marie  will  be  fright- 
ened about  us.  Brown  Bess  will  take  me  back  in 
twenty  minutes.  I  am  a  hardy  fellow,  you  know. 
Good-by." 

A  way  darted  the  young  sportsman,  and  in  two  min- 
utes they  saw  him  spur  gayly  from  the  inn  door. 

"  It  is  very  odd  that  I  should  have  such  a  son,"  said 
Lord  Doningdale,  musingly ;  "  a  son  who  cannot  amuse 
himself  indoors  for  two  minutes  together.  I  took 
great  pains  with  his  education,  too.  Strange  that  peo- 
ple should  weary  so  much  of  themselves  that  they 
cannot  brave  the  prospect  of  a  few  minutes  passed  in 
reflection;  tiiat  a  shower  and  the  resources  of  their 
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own  thoughts  are  ever  so  galling ;  very  strange  indeed. 
But  it  is  a  confounded  climate  this,  certainly.  I  won- 
der when  it  will  clear  up  !" 

Thus  muttering,  Lord  Doningdale  walked,  or  rather 
marched,  to  and  fro  the  room,  with  his  hands  in  his 
coat  pockets,  and  his  whip  sticking  perpendicularly  out 
of  the  right  one.  Just  at  this  moment  the  waiter  came 
to  announce  that  his  lordship's  groom  was  without,  and 
desired  much  to  see  him.  Lord  Doningdale  had  then 
the  pleasure  of  learning  that  his  favourite  grey  hack- 
ney, which  he  had  ridden  winter  and  summer  for  fif- 
teen years,  was  taken  with  shivers,  and,  as  the  groom 
expressed  it,  seemed  to  have  "  the  collar  [cholera  ■?]  in 
its  bowels !" 

Lord  Doningdale  turned  pale,  and  hurried  to  the 
stables  without  saying  a  word. 

Maltravers,  who,  plunged  in  thought,  had  not  over- 
heard the  low  and  brief  conference  between  master 
and  groom,  remained  alone,  seated  by  the  fire,  his 
head  buried  in  his  bosom,  and  his  arms  folded. 

Meanwhile,  the  lady  who  occupied  the  adjoining 
chamber  had  recovered  slowly  from  her  swoon.  She 
put  both  hands  to  her  temples  as  if  trying  to  recol- 
lect her  thoughts.  Hers  was  a  fair,  innocent,  almost 
childish  face ;  and  now,  as  a  smile  shot  across  it, 
there  was  something  so  sweet  and  touching  in  the 
gladness  it  shed  over  that  countenance,  that  you  could 
not  have  seen  it  without  strong  and  almost  painful 
interest.  It  was  the  gladness  of  a  person  who  has 
Jknown  sorrow !  Suddenly  she  started  up  and  said — 
"No,  then!  I  do  not  dream.  He  is  come  back — he 
is  here — all  will  be  well  again!  Ha!  it  is  his  voice. 
Oh,  bless  him,  it  is  his  voice!"  She  paused,  her  finger 
on  her  lip,  her  face  bent  down.  A  low  and  indistinct 
sound  of  voices  reached  her  straining  ear  through  the 
thin  door  that  divided  her  from  Maltravers.  She  lis- 
tened intently,  but  she  could  not  overhear  the  import. 
Her  heart  beat  violently.  "  He  is  not  alone !"  she 
murmured,  mournfulty.  "I  will  wait  till  the  sound 
ceases,  and  then  I  will  venture  in !" 

And  what  was  the  conversation  carried  on  in  that 
chamber  ?  We  must  return  to  Ernest.  He  was  sitting 
in  the  same  thoughtful  posture  when  Madame  de  St. 
Ventadour  returned.    The  Frenchwoman  coloure'd  when 
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she  found  herself  alone  with  Ernest,  and  Ernest  him- 
self was  not  at  his  ease. 

"  Herbert  has  gone  home  to  order  the  carriage,  and 
Lord  Doningdale  has  disappeared,  I  scare  know  whither. 
You  do  not,  I  trust,  feel  the  worse  for  the  rainl" 

"  No,"  said  Valerie. 

"Shall  you  have  any  commands  in  London  1"  asked 
Maltravers  ;  "I  return  to  town  to-morrow." 

"So  soon  !"  and  Valerie  sighed.  "Ah!"  she  added, 
after  a  pause,  "  we  shall  not  meet  again  for  years,  per- 
haps.    Monsieur  de  St.  Ventadour  is  to  be  appointed 

ambassador  to  the Court,  and  so — and  so.     Well, 

it  is  no  matter.     What  has  become  of  the  friendship 
we  once  swore  to  each  other!" 

"  It  is  here,"  said  Maltravers,  laying  his  hand  on  his 
heart.  "  Here,  at  least,  lies  the  half  of  that  friendship 
Avhich  was  my  charge,  and  more  than  friendship,  Va- 
lerie de  St.  Ventadour;  respect,  admiration,  gratitude. 
At  a  time  of  life  when  passion  and  fancy,  most  strong, 
might  have  left  me  an  idle  and  worthless  voluptuary, 
you  convinced  me  that  the  world  has  virtue,  and  that 
woman  is  too  noble  to  be  our  toy — the  idol  of  to-day, 
the  victim  of  to-morrow.  Your  influence,  Valerie,  left 
me  a  more  thoughtful  man — I  hope  a  better  one." 

"  Oh  !"  said  Madame  de  St.  Ventadour,  strongly  af- 
fected ;  "  I  bless  you  for  what  you  tell  me  :  you  cannot 
know,  you  cannot  guess  how  sweet  it  is  to  me.  Now 
I  recognise  you  once  more.  What,  what  did  my  res- 
olution cost  me  1     Now  I  am  repaid  !" 

Ernest  was  moved  by  her  emotion  and  by  his  own 
remembrances;  he  took  her  hand,  and  pressing  it  with 
frank  and  respectful  tenderness,  "  I  did  not  think,  Va- 
lerie," said  he,  "  when  I  reviewed  the  past,  I  did  not 
think  that  you  loved  me  ;  I  was  not  vain  enough  for 
that ;  but,  if  so,  how  much  is  your  character  raised  in  my 
eyes;  how  provident,  how  wise  your  virtue!  Happier  and 
better  for  both,  our  present  feelings,  each  to  each,  than 
if  we  had  indulged  a  brief  and  guilty  dream  of  passion, 
at  war  with  all  that  leaves  passion  without  remorse 
and  bliss  without  alloy.     Now — " 

"  Now !"  interrupted  Valerie,  quickly,  and  fixing  on 
him  her  dark  eyes,  "  now  you  love  me  no  more ! 
Yes,  it  is  better  so.  Well,  I  will  go  back  to  my  cold 
and  cheerless  state  of  life,  and  forget  once  more  that 
Heaven  endowed  me  with  a  heart  !** 
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"  Ah,  Valerie  !  esteemed,  revered,  still  beloved,  not 
indeed  with  the  fires  of  old,  but  with  a  deep,  undying, 
and  holy  tenderness.  Speak  not  thus  to  me.  Let  me 
not  believe  you  unhappy  ;  let  me  think  that,  wise,  sa- 
gacious, brilliant  as  you  are,  you  have  employed  your 
gifts  to  reconcile  yourself  to  a  common  lot.  Still  let 
me  look  up  to  you  when  I  would  despise  the  circles  in 
which  you  hve,  and  say — '  On  that  pedestal  an  altar  is 
yet  placed  to  which  the  heart  may  bring  the  offerings 
of  the  soul.' " 

"  It  is  in  vain — in  vain  that  I  struggle,"  said  Valerie, 
half  choked  with  emotion,  and  clasping  her  hands  pas- 
sionately. "  Ernest,  I  love  you  still ;  1  am  wretched  to 
think  you  love  me  no  more  ;  1  would  give  you  nothing, 
yet  I  exact  all ;  my  youth  is  going,  my  beauty  dimmed, 
my  very  intellect  is  dulled  by  the  life  I  lead ;  and  yet  I 
ask  from  you  that  which  your  young  heart  once  felt 
for  me.  Despise  me,  Maltravers,  1  am  not  what  I 
seemed;  I  am  a  hypocrite — despise  me." 

"  No,"  said  Ernest,  again  possessing  himself  of  her 
hand,  and  falling  on  his  knee  by  her  side.  "  No,  never 
to  be  forgotten,  ever  to  be  honoured  Valerie,  hear  me." 
As  he  spoke  he  kissed  the  hand  he  held  ;  with  the  other 
Valerie  covered  her  face  and  wept  bitterly,  but  in  silence. 
Ernest  paused  till  the  burst  of  her  feelings  had  subsided, 
her  hand  still  in  his — still  warmed  by  his  kisses — kisses 
as  pure  as  cavalier  ever  impressed  on  the  hand  of  his 
queen. 

At  that  time  the  door  communicating  with  the  next 
room  gently  opened.  A  fair  form,  a  form  fairer  and 
younger  than  that  of  Valerie  de  St.  Ventadour,  entered 
the  apartment ;  the  silence  had  deceived  her ;  she  be- 
lieved that  Maltravers  was  alone.  She  had  entered 
with  her  heart  upon  her  lips ;  love,  sanguine,  hopeful 
love  in  every  vein,  in  every  thought ;  she  had  entered, 
dreaming  that  across  that  threshold  life  would  dawn  upon 
her  afresh ;  that  all  would  be  once  more  as  it  had  been, 
when  the  common  air  was  rapture.  Thus  she  entered ; 
and  now  she  stood  spellbound,  terror-stricken,  pale  as 
death ;  life  turned  to  stone ;  youth,  hope,  bliss  were  for 
ever  over  to  her !  Ernest  kneeling  to  another  was  all 
she  saw !  For  this  had  she  been  faithful  and  true  amid 
storm  and  desolation ;  for  this  had  she  hoped,  dreamed, 
lived.  They  did  not  note  her;  she  was  unseen,  un- 
heard.    And  Ernest,  who  would  have  gone  barefoot  to 
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the  end  of  the  earth  to  find  her,  was  in  the  very  room 
with  her,  and  knew  it  not ! 

"  Call  me  again — beloved .'"  said  Valerie,  very  softly. 

"  Beloved  Valerie,  hear  me  !" 

These  words  were  enough  for  the  listener ;  she  turned 
noiselessly  away:  humble  as  that  heart  was,  it  was  proud. 
The  door  closed  on  her ;  she  had  obtained  the  wish  of 
her  whole  being ;  Heaven  had  heard  her  prayer ;  she 
had  once  more  seen  the  lover  of  her  youth,  and  thence- 
forth all  was  night  and  darkness  to  her.  What  matter 
v/hat  became  of  her"?  One  moment,  what  an  effect  it 
produces  upon  years !  One  moment  !  Virtue,  crime, 
glory,  shame,  wo,  rapture,  rest  upon  moments !  Death 
itself  is  but  a  moment,  yet  eternity  is  its  successor ! 

"  Hear  me  !"  continued  Ernest,  unconscious  of  what 
had  passed — "  hear  me ;  let  us  be  what  human  nature 
and  worldly  forms  seldom  allow  those  of  opposite  sexes 
to  be — friends  to  each  other  and  to  virtue  also  ;  friends 
through  time  and  absence  ;  friends  through  all  the  vicis- 
situdes of  hfe ;  friends  on  whose  affection  shame  and 
remorse  never  cast  a  shade ;  friends  who  are  to  meet 
hereafter !  Oh,  there  is  no  attachment  so  true,  no  tie  so 
holy  as  that  which  is  founded  on  the  old  chivalry  of 
loyalty  and  honour ;  and  which  is  what  love  would  be 
if  the  heart  and  the  soul  were  unadulterated  by  clay." 
There  was  in  Ernest's  countenance  an  expression  so 
noble,  in  his  voice  a  tone  so  thrilling,  that  Valerie  was 
brought  back  at  once  to  the  nature  which  a  momentary 
weakness  had  subdued.  She  looked  at  him  with  an 
admiring  and  grateful  gaze,  and  then  said  in  a  calm  but 
low  voice,  "  Ernest,  I  understand  you;  yes, your  friend- 
ship is  dearer  to  me  than  love." 

At  this  time  they  heard  the  voice  of  Lord  Doning- 
dale  on  the  stairs.  Valerie  turned  away.  Maltravers, 
as  he  rose,  extended  his  hand ;  she  pressed  it  warmly, 
and  the.  spell  was  broken,  the  temptation  conquered, 
the  ordeal  passed.  While  Lord  Doningdale  entered 
the  Toom,  the  carriage,  with  Herbert  in  it,  drove  to  the 
door.  In  a  few  minutes  the  little  party  were  within 
the  vehicle.  As  they  drove  away  the  ostlers  were 
harnessing  the  horses  to  the  dark-green  travelling- 
carriage.  From  the  window  a  sad  and  straining  eye 
gazed  upon  the  gayer  equipage  of  the  peer ;  that  eye 
which  Maltravers  would  have  given  half  his  fortune  to 
meet  again.  But  he  did  not  look  up ;  and  Alice  Darvi» 
turned  away,  and  her  fate  for  life  was  fixed ! 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


"  Strange  fits  of  passion  I  have  known 
And  I  will  dare  to  tell." 


"The  food  of  hope 
Is  meditated  action." 


Wordsworth. 


Wordsworth. 


Maltravers  left  Doningdale  the  next  day.  He  had 
no  further  conversation  with  Valerie  ;  but  when  he  took 
leave 'of  her,  she  placed  in  his  hand  a  letter,  which  he 
read  as  he  rode  slowly  through  the  beech  avenues  of 
the  park.     Translated,  it  ran  thus  : — 

"  Others  would  despise  me  for  the  weakness  I  showed 
—but  you  will  not!  It  is  the  sole  weakness  of  a  life 
None  can  know  what  I  have  passed  through— what 
hours  of  dejection  and  gloom— I,  whom  so  many  envy ! 
Better  to  have  been  a  peasant  girl  with  love,  than  a 
queen  whose  hfe  is  but  a  dull  mechanism.  You,  Mal- 
travers, I  never  forgot  in  absence  ;  and  your  image  made 
yet  more  wearisome  and  trite  the  things  around  me. 
Years  passed,  and  your  name  was  suddenly  in  men's 
lips.  I  heard  of  you  wherever  I  went — I  could  not  shut 
you  from  me.  Y'our  fame  was  as  if  you  were  conver- 
sing by  my  side.  We  met  at  last,  suddenly  and  unex- 
pectedly. I  saw  that  you  loved  me  no  more,  and  that 
conquered  all  my  resolves :  anguish  subdues  the  nerves 
of  the  mind  as  sickness  those  of  the  body.  And  thus  I 
forgot,  and  humbled,  and  might  have  undone  myself. 
Juster  and  belter  thoughts  are  once  more  awakened 
within  me,  and  when  we  meet  again  I  shall  be  worthy 
of  your  respect.  I  see  how  dangerous  that  luxury  of 
thought,  that  sin  of  discontpnt  which  I  indulged.  I  go 
back  to  life  resolved  to  vanquish  all  that  can  interfere 
with  its  claims  and  duties.  Heaven  guide  and  preserve 
you,  Ernest !  Think  of  me  as  one  whom  you  will  not 
blush  to  have  loved — whom  you  will  not  blush  hereafter 
to  present  to  your  wife.  With  so  much  that  is  soft  as 
well  as  great  within  you,  you  were  not  formed  like  me 
— to  be  alone. 

"  Farewell  !" 
B  2 
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Maltravers  read  and  reread  this  letter ;  and  when  he 
reached  his  home,  he  placed  it  carefully  among  thb 
things  he  most  valued.  A  lock  of  Alice's  hair  lay  be- 
side it — he  did  not  think  that  either  was  dishonoured  bj 
the  contact. 

With  an  effort  he  turned  himself  once  more  to  those 
stern  yet  high  connexions  which  literature  makes  with 
real  life.  Perhaps  there  was  a  certain  restlessness  in 
his  heart  which  induced  him  ever  to  occupy  his  mind. 
That  was  one  of  the  busiest  years  of  his  life — the  one 
in  which  he  did  most  to  sharpen  jealousy  and  confirm 
fame. 


CHAPTER  XII.  > 

"  In  effect  he  entered  my  apartment." — Gil  Bias. 

"I  am  surprised,  said  he,  at  the  caprice  of  fortune,  who  some- 
times delights  in  loading  an  execrable  author  with  favours,  while 
she  leaves  good  writers  to  perish  for  want." — Gil  Bias. 

It  was  just  twelve  months  since  his  last  interview 
with  Valerie,  and  Madame  de  St.  Ventadour  had  long 
since  left  England,  when  one  morning,  as  Maltravers  sat 
alone  in  his  study,  Castruccio  Csesarini  was  announced. 

"Ah,  my  dear  Castruccio,  how  are  you  V  cried  Mal- 
travers, eagerly,  as  the  opening  door  presented  the  form 
of  the  Italian. 

"  Sir,"  said  Castruccio,  with  great  stiffness,  and  speak- 
ing in  French,  which  was  his  wont  when  he  meant  to 
be  distant — "  sir,  I  do  not  come  to  renew  our  former  ac- 
quaintance— you  are  a  great  man"  (here  a  bitter  sneer), 
"  I  an  obscure  one"  (here  Castruccio  drew  himself  up) ; 
"  I  only  come  to  discharge  a  debt  to  you  which  I  find  I 
have  incurred." 

"  What  tone  is  this,  Castruccio,  and  what  debt  do  you 
speak  ofV 

"  On  my  arrival  in  j;own  yesterday,"  said  the  poet, 
solemnly,  "  I  went  to  the  man  whom  you  deputed  some 
years  since  to  publish  my  little  volume,  to  demand  an 
account  of  its  success ;  and  I  found  that  it  had  cost  one 
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hundred  and  twenty  pounds,  deducting  the  sale  of  forty- 
nine  copies  which  had  been  sold.  Yowr  books  sell  some 
thousands,  I  am  told.  It  is  well  contrived;  mine  fell 
stillborn ;  no  pains  were  taken  with  it— no  matter"  (a 
wave  cf  the  arm).  "  You  discharged  this  debt,  I  repay 
you  :  there  is  a  check  for  the  money.  Sir,  I  have  done ; 
I  wish  you  a  good-day,  and  health  to  enjoy  your  repu- 
tation." 

"  Why,  Caesarini,  this  is  folly." 

"  Sir—" 

"  Yes,  it  is  folly,  for  there  is  no  folly  equal  to  that  of 
throwing  away  friendship  in  a  world  where  friendship 
is  so  rare.  You  insinuate  that  1  am  to  blame  for  any 
neglect  which  your  work  experienced.  Your  publisher 
can  tell  you  that  I  was  more  anxious  about  your  book 
than  I  have  ever  been  about  my  own." 

"  And  the  proof  is  that  forty-nine  copies  were  sold." 

"  Sit  down,  Castruccio,  sit  down  and  listen  to  rea- 
son;" and  Maltravers  proceeded  to  explain,  and  sooth, 
and  console.  He  reminded  the  poor  poet  that  his  verses 
were  written  in  a  foreign  tongue;  that  even  English 
poets  of  great  fame  enjoyed  but  a  limited  sale  for  their 
works ;  that  it  was  impossible  to  make  the  avaricious 
public  purchase  what  the  stupid  public  would  not  take 
an  interest  in  ;  in  short,  he  used  all  those  arguments 
which  naturally  suggested  themselves  as  best  calcula- 
ted to  convince  and  soften  Castruccio  :  and  he  did  this 
with  so  much  evident  sympathy  and  kindness,  that  at 
length  the  Italian  could  no  longer  justify  his  own  resent- 
ment. A  reconciliation  took  place,  sincere  on  the  part 
of  Maltravers,  hollow  on  the  part  of  Caesarini ;  for  the 
disappointed  author  could  not  forgive  the  successful 
one. 

"  And  how  long  shall  you  stay  in  London  V 

"  Some  months." 

"  Send  for  your  luggage,  and  be  my  guest." 

"  No ;  I  have  taken  lodgings  that  suit  me.  I  am 
formed  for  solitude." 

"  While  you  stay  here  you  will,  however,  go  into  the 
world." 

"  Yes,  I  have  some  letters  of  introduction,  and  I  hear 
that  the  English  can  honour  me^^t,  even  in  an  Italian." 

"  You  hear  the  truth,  and  it  will  amuse  you  at  least 
to  see  our  eminent  men.  They  will  receive  you  most 
hospitably.    Let  me  assist  you  as  a  cicerone." 
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"  Oh,  your  valuable  time — " 

"  Is  at  your  disposal ;  but  where  are  you  going  1" 

"  It  is  Sunday,  and  I  have  had  my  curiosity  excited 

to  hear  a  celebrated  preacher,  Mr. ,  who,  they  tell 

me,  is  now  more  taliped  of  ihaa  any  author  in  London." 

"  They  tell  you  truly  ;  I  will  go  with  you;  I  myself 
have  not  yet  heard  him,  but  proposed  to  do  so  this  very 
day." 

"  Are  you  not  jealous  of  a  man  so  much  spoken  of?" 

"  Jealous  !  why  I  never  set  up  for  a  popular  preacher  i 
ce  rCest  pas  mon  inelier.'''' 

"  If  I  were  a  successful  author  I  should  be  jealous  if 
the  dancing-dogs  were  talked  of." 

"  No,  my  dear  Caesarini,  I  am  sure  you  would  not 
You  are  a  little  irritated  at  present  by  natural  disap- 
pointment; but  the  man  who  has  as  much  success  as 
he  deserves  is  never  morbidly  jealous,  even  of  a  rival 
in  his  own  line  :  want  of  success  sours  us,  but  a  little 
sunshine  smiles  away  the  vapours.  Come,  we  have  no 
time  to  lose." 

Maltravers  took  his  hat,  and  the  two  young  men  bent 

their  way  to chapel.     Caesarini  still  retained  the 

singular  fashion  of  his  dress,  though  it  was  now  made 
of  handsomer  materials  and  worn  with  more  coxcombry 
and  pretension.  He  had  much  improved  in  person ; 
had  been  much  admired  in  Paris,  and  told  that  he  looked 
like  a  man  of  genius ;  and  with  his  black  ringlets  flow- 
ing over  his  shoulders,  his  long  mustaches,  his  broad 
Spanish-shaped  hat,  and  eccentric  garb,  he  certainly  did 
not  look  like  other  people.  He  smiled  with  contempt 
at  the  plain  dress  of  his  companion.  "  I  see,'*  said  he, 
"  that  you  follow  the  fashion,  and  look  as  if  you  passed 
your  life  with  elegans  instead  of  students.  I  wonder 
you  condescend  to  such  trifles  as  fashionably-shaped 
hats  and  coats." 

"  It  would  be  worse  trifling  to  set  up  for  originality 
in  hats  and  coats,  at  least  in  sober  England.  I  was 
born  a  gentleman,  and  I  dress  my  outward  frame  like 
others  of  my  order.  Because  I  am  a  writer,  why  shoud 
I  affect  to  be  diff'erent  from  other  men  V 

"  I  see  that  you  are  not  above  the  weakness  of  your 
countryman,  Congreve,"  said  Caesarini,  "  who  deemed 
it  finer  to  be  a  gentleman  than  an  author." 

"  I  always  thought  that  anecdote  misconstrued.  Con- 
greve had  a  proper  and  manly  pride,  to  my  judgment, 


A  FASHIONABLE    PREACHER.  21 

when  he  expressed  a  dislike  to  be  visited  merely  as  a 
raree-show." 

"  But  is  it  policy  to  let  the  world  see  that  an  authoi 
is  like  other  people  ]  Would  he  not  create  a  deeper 
personal  interest  if  he  showed  that  even  in  person 
alone  he  was  unlike  the  herd  ?  He  ought  to  be  seen 
seldom — not  to  stale  his  presence — and  to  resort  to  the 
arts  that  belong  to  the  royalty  of  intellect  as  well  as  the 
royalty  of  birth." 

"  I  dare  say  an  author,  by  a  little  charlatanism  of  that 
nature,  might  be  more  talked  of,  might  be  more  adored 
in  the  boarding-schools,  and  make  a  better  picture  in  the 
exhibition.  But  I  think,  if  his  mind  be  manly,  he  would 
lose  in  self-respect  at  every  quackery  of  the  sort.  And 
my  philosophy  is,  that  to  respect  one's  self  is  worth  all 
the  fame  in  the  world." 

Csesarini  sneered  and  shrugged  his  shoulders ;  it  was 
quite  evident  that  the  two  authors  had  no  sympathy 
with  each  other. 

They  arrived  at  last  at  the  chapel,  and  with  some 
difficulty  procured  seats. 

Presently  the  service  began.  The  preacher  was  a 
man  of  unquestionable  talent  and  fervid  eloquence  ;  but 
his  theatrical  arts,  his  affected  dress,  his  artificial  tones 
and  gestures,  and,  above  all,  the  fanatical  mummeries 
which  he  introduced  into  the  House  of  God,  disgusted 
Maltravers,  while  they  charmed,  entranced,  and  awed 
Caesarini.  The  one  saw  a  mountebank  and  impostor — 
the  other  recognised  a  profound  artist  and  an  inspired 
prophet. 

But  while  the  discourse  was  drawing  towards  a  close, 
while  the  preacher  was  in  one  of  his  most  eloquent 
bursts — the  ohs !  and  ahs  !  of  which  were  the  grand 
prelude  to  the  pathetic  peroration — the  dim  outline  of 
a  female  form,  in  the  distance,  riveted  the  eyes  and  ab- 
sorbed the  thoughts  of  Maltravers.  The  chapel  was 
darkened,  though  it  was  broad  daylight ;  and  the  face 
of  the  person  that  attracted  Ernest's  attention  was  con- 
cealed by  her  head-dress  and  veil.  But  that  bend  of  the 
neck,  so  simply  graceful,  so  humbly  modest,  recalled 
to  his  heart  but  one  image.  Every  one  has,  perhaps, 
observed  that  there  is  a  physiognomy  (if  the  bull  maybe 
pardoned)  oi  form  as  well  as  face,  which  it  rarely  hap- 
pens that  two  persons  possess  in  common.  And  this, 
with  most,  is  peculiarly  marked  in  the  turn  of  the  head, 
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the  outline  of  the  shoulders,  and  the  ineffable  something 
that  characterizes  the  postures  of  each  individual  in  re- 
pose. The  more  intently  he  gazed,  the  more  firmly 
Ernest  was  persuaded  that  he  saw  before  him  the  long- 
lost,  the  never-to-be-forgotten  mistress  of  his  boyish 
days,  and  his  first  love.  On  one  side  of  the  lady  in 
question  sat  an  elderly  gentleman,  whose  eyes  were 
fixed  upon  the  preacher;  on  the  other,  a  beautiful  little 
girl,  with  long  fair  ringlets,  and  that  cast  of  features, 
which,  from  its  exquisite  delicacy  and  expressive  mild- 
ness, painters  and  poets  call  the  "  angelic."  These  per- 
sons appeared  to  belong  to  the  same  partj^  Mallravers 
literally  trembled,  so  great  were  his  impatience  and 
agitation.  Yet  still,  the  dress  of  the  supposed  likeness 
of  Alice,  the  appearance  of  her  companions,  were  so 
evidently  above  the  ordniary  rank,  that  Ernest  scarcely 
ventured  to  yield  to  the  suggestions  of  his  own  heart. 
Was  it  possible  that  the  daughter  of  Luke  Darvil,  thrown 
upon  the  wide  world,  could  have  risen  so  far  beyond 
her  circumstances  and  station  1  At  length  the  moment 
came  when  he  might  resolve  his  doubts — the  discourse 
was  concluded — the  extemporaneous  prayer  was  at  an 
end — the  congregation  broke  up,  and  Maltravers  pushed 
his  way,  as  well  as  he  could,  through  the  dense  and 
serried  crowd.  But  every  moment  some  vexatious  ob- 
struction, in  the  shape  of  a  fat  gentleman  or  three 
close-wedged  ladies,  intercepted  his  progress.  He  lost 
sight  of  the  party  in  question  amid  the  profusion  of  tall 
bonnets  and  waving  plumes.  He  arrived  at  last,  breath- 
less and  paie  as  death  (so  great  was  the  struggle  within 
hi"^.),  at  the  door  of  the  chapel.  He  arrived  in  time  to 
see  a  plain  carriage,  with  servants  in  gray  undress  liv- 
eries, driving  from  the  porch ;  and  caught  a  glimpse, 
within  the  vehicle,  of  the  golden  ringlets  of  a  child. 
He  darted  forward,  he  threw  himself  almost  before  the 
horses.  The  coachman  drew  in,  and  with  an  angry 
exclamation,  very  much  like  an  oath,  whipped  his 
horses  aside  and  went  off.  But  that  momentary  pause 
sufficed.  "  It  is  she— it  is  !  Oh  Heaven,  it  is  Alice  !" 
murmured  Maltravers  :  the  whole  place  reeled  before 
his  eyes,  and  he  clung,  overpowered  and  unconscious, 
to  a  neighbouring  lamp-post  for  support.  But  he  re- 
covered himself  with  an  agonizing  effort  as  the  thought 
struck  upon  his  heart  that  he  was  about  to  lose  sight 
of  hex  again  for  ever.     And  he  rushed  forward,  like  one 
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frantic,  in  pursuit  of  the  carriage.  But  there  was  a  vast 
crowd  of  other  carriages,  besides  stream  upon  stream 
of  foot-passengers — for  the  great  and  the  gay  resorted 
to  that  place  of  worship  as  a  fashionable  excitement 
in  a  dull  day.  And,  after  a  weary  and  dangerous  chase, 
in  which  he  had  been  nearly  run  over  three  times,  Mal- 
travers  halted  at  last,  exhausted  and  in  despair.  Every 
succeeding  Sunday,  for  months,  he  went  to  the  same 
chapel,  but  in  vain ;  in  vain,  too,  he  resorted  to  every 
public  haunt  of  dissipation  and  amusement.  Alice  Dar- 
vil  he  beheld  no  more. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

"  Tell  me,  sir, 
Have  you  cast  up  your  state,  rated  your  land, 
And  find  it  able  to  endure  the  change  ?" 

The  Noble  Gentleman. 

By  degrees,  as  Maltravers  sobered  down  from  the 
first  shock  of  that  unexpected  meeting,  and  from  the 
prolonged  disappointment  that  followed  it,  he  became 
sensible  of  a  strange  kind  of  happiness  or  contentment. 
Ahce  was  not  in  poverty ;  she  was  not  eating  the  un- 
hallowed bread  of  vice,  or  earning  the  bitter  wages  of 
laborious  penury.  He  saw  her  in  reputable,  nay,  op- 
ulent circumstances.  A  dark  nightmare,  that  had  often, 
ainid  the  pleasures  of  youth  or  the  triumphs  of  liter- 
ature, weighed  upon  his  breast,  was  removed.  He 
breathed  more  freely,  he  could  sleep  in  peace.  His 
conscience  could  no  longer  say  to  him,  "  She  who  slept  . 
upon  thy  bosom  is  a  wanderer  upon  the  face  of  the 
earth  ;  exposed  to  every  temptation,  perishing,  perhaps, 
for  want."  That  single  sight  of  Alice  had  been  like  the 
apparition  of  the  injured  dead  conjured  up  at  Heraclea 
— whose  sight  could  pacify  the  aggressor  and  exorcise 
the  spectres  of  remorse.  He  was  reconciled  with  him- 
self, and  walked  on  to  the  future  with  a  bolder  step 
and  a  statelier  crest.  Was  she  married  to  that  staid 
and  sober-looking  personage  whom  he  had  beheld  with 
her  ^  Was  that  child  the  offspring  of  their  union!  He 
hoped  so,  for  he  loved  her  now  as  a  brother.    Poor 
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Alice!  could  she  have  dreamed,  when  she  lay  at  his 
feet  gazing  up  into  his  eyes,  that  a  time  would  come 
when  Maltravers  would  thank  God  for  the  belief  that 
she  was  happy  with  another ! 

Ernest  Maltravers  now  felt  a  new  man :  the  relief 
of  conscience  operated  on  his  literary  compositions. 
A  more  buoyant  and  elastic  spirit  entered  into  them ; 
they  seemed  to  breathe  as  with  a  second  youth. 

Meanwhile  Caesarini  threw  himself  into  the  fashion- 
able world,  and,  to  his  own  surprise,  wn.?,  feted  and  ca- 
ressed. In  fact,  Castruccio  was  exactly  the  sort  of 
person  to  be  made  a  lion  of.  The  letters  of  introduc- 
tion that  he  had  brought  from  Paris  were  addressed  to 
those  great  personages  in  England  between  whom  and 
personages  equally  great  in  France  politics  makes  a 
bridge  of  connexion.  Caesarini  appeared  to  them  as  an 
accomplished  young  man,  brother-in-law  to  a  distin- 
guished member  of  the  French  Chamber.  Maltravers, 
on  the  other  hand,  introduced  him  to  the  literary  dilet- 
tanti, who  admire  all  authors  that  are  not  rivals.  The 
singular  costume  of  Caesarini,  which  would  have  revolt- 
ed persons  in  an  Englishman,  enchanted  them  in  an 
Italian.  He  looked,  they  said,  like  a  poet.  Ladies  like 
to  have  verses  written  to  them ;  and  Caesarini,  who 
talked  very  little,  made  up  for  it  by  scribbling  eternally. 
The  young  man's  head  soon  grew  filled  with  compari- 
sons between  himself  in  London  and  Petrarch  at  Avig- 
non. As  he  had  always  thought  that  fame  was  in  the 
gift  of  lords  and  ladies,  and  had  no  idea  of  the  multitude, 
he  fancied  himself  already  famous ;  and,  since  one  of 
his  strongest  feelings  was  his  jealousy  of  Maltravers, 
he  was  delighted  at  being  told  he  was  a  much  more  in- 
teresting creature  than  that  haughty  personage,  who 
wore  his  neckloth  like  other  people,  and  had  not  even 
those  indispensable  attributes  of  genius,  black  curls 
and  a  sneer.  Fine  society,  which,  as  Madame  de  Stael 
well  says,  depraves  the  frivolous  mind  and  braces  the 
strong  one,  completed  the  ruin  of  all  that  was  manly 
in  Caesarini's  intellect.  He  soon  learned  to  limit  his 
desire  of  effect  or  distinction  to  gilded  saloons  ;  and  his 
vanity  contented  itself  upon  the  scraps  and  morsels 
from  which  the  lion  heart  of  true  ambition  turns  in 
disdain.  But  this  was  not  all.  Caesarini  was  envious 
of  the  greater  affluence  of  Maltravers.  His  own  fortune 
w^s  in  a  small  capital  of  eight  or  nine  thousand  pounds ; 
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but,  thrown  in  the  midst  of  the  wealthiest  society  in 
Europe,  he  could  not  bear  to  sacrifice  a  single  claim 
upon  its  esteem.  He  began  to  talk  of  the  satiety  of 
wealth,  and  young  ladies  listened  to  him  with  remark- 
able interest  when  he  did  so ;  he  obtained  the  reputation 
of  riches  ;  he  was  too  vain  not  to  be  charmed  with  it. 
He  endeavoured  to  maintain  the  claim  by  adopting  the 
extravagant  excesses  of  the  day.  He  bought  horses — 
he  gave  away  jewels — he  made  love  to  a  marchioness 
of  forty-two,  who  was  very  kind  to  him  and  very  fond 
of  ecarte — he  gambled — he  was  in  the  high  road  to  de- 
struction. 

Vol..  n.— c 
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/iVoif  av,  <hs  b  xpvffOf  CK  viK^  rait 

Euripides— 7o«,  line  641, 

"  Perchance  you  say  that  gold's  the  arch-exceller. 
And  to  be  rich  is  sweet?" 
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EiKCtv  0001)  xaAwira  toi>  KaKioiaiv. 

Ibid.,  line  648. 

"  'Tis  not  to  be  endured, 
To  yield  our  trodden  path  and  turn  aside, 
Giving  our  place  to  knaves." 
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CHAPTER  I. 

"  L'adresse  et  I'artifire  ont  passe  dans  mon  ccEur, 
Qu'on  a  sous  cet  habit  etd'esprit  et  de  ruse  !" 

Regnaed 

It  was  a  fine  morning  in  July  when  a  gentleman 
who  had  arrived  in  town  the  night  before — alter  an  ab- 
sence from  England  of  several  years — walked  slowly 
and  musnigly  up  that  superb  thoroughfare  which  con- 
nects the  Regent's  Park  with  St.  James's. 

He  was  a  man  who,  with  great  powers  of  mind,  had 
wasted  his  youth  in  a  wandering,  vagabond  kind  of  life, 
but  who  had  worn  away  the  love  of  pleasure,  and  begun 
to  awaken  to  a  sense  of  ambition. 

"  It  is  astonishing  how  this  city  is  improved,"  said  he 
to  himself.  "  Everything  gels  on  in  this  world  with  a 
little  energy  and  bustle,  and  everybody  as  well  as  eve- 
rything. My  old  cronies,  fellows  not  half  so  clever  as 
I  am,  are  all  doing  well.  There's  Tom  Stevens,  my 
very  fag  at  Eton — snivelling  little  dog  he  was  too !  just 
made  under  secretary  of  state.  Pearson,  whose  longs 
and  shorts  1  alwaj^s  wrote,  is  now  head-master  to  the 
human  longs  and  shorts  of  a  public  school — editing 
Greek  plays^  and  booked  for  a  bishopric.  Collier,  I 
see,  by  the  papers,  is  leading  his  circuit ;  and  Ernest 
Maltravers  (but  he  had  some  talent!)  has  made  a  name 
in  the  world.  Here  am  I,  worth  them  all  put  together, 
who  have  done  nothing  but  spend  half  my  little  fortune 
in  spite  of  all  my  economy.  Egad,  this  must  have  an 
end.  I  must  look  to  tlie  main  chance ;  and  yet,  just 
when  I  want  his  help  the  most,  my  worthy  uncle  thinks 
fit  to  marry  again.  Humph — I'm  too  good  for  this 
world." 

While  thus  musing  the  soliloquist  came  in  direct  per- 
sonal contact  with  a  tall  gentleman,  who  carried  his  head 
very  high  in  the  air,  and  did  not  appear  to  see  that  he 
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had  nearly  thrown  our  abstracted  philosopher  off  hi3 
legs. 

"  Zounds,  sir,  what  do  you  mean  V  cried  the  latter. 

"  I  beg  your  par — "  began  the  other,  meekly,  when  his 
arm  was  seized,  and  the  injured  man  exclaimed, "  Bless 
me,  sir,  is  it  indeed  you  whom  I  seer' 

"Ha!  Lumley!" 

"  The  same,  and  how  fares  it,  my  dear  uncle  1  I  did 
not  know  you  were  in  London.  I  only  arrived  last  night. 
How  well  you  are  looking!" 

"  Why,  yes,  Heaven  be  praised,  I  am  pretty  well." 

"  And  happy  in  your  new  ties — you  must  present  me 
to  Mrs.  Templeton." 

"  Ehem,"  said  Mr.  Templeton,  clearing  his  throat,  and 
with  a  shght  but  embarrassed  smile,  "I  never  thought 
I  should  marry  again." 

"  Lliomme  propose  et  Dieu  dispose,''''  observed  Lumley 
Ferrers,  for  it  was  he. 

"  Gently,  my  dear  nephew,"  replied  Mr.  Templeton, 
gravely;  "those  phrases  are  somewhat  sacrilegious — I 
am  an  oldfashioned  person,  you  know." 

"  Ten  thousand  apologies." 

"  One  apology  will  suffice  ;  these  hyperboles  of  phrase 
are  almost  sinful." 

"  Confounded  old  prig !"  thought  Ferrers ;  but  he 
bowed  sanctimoniously. 

"  My  dear  uncle,  I  have  been  a  wild  fellow  in  my  day, 
but  with  years  comes  reflection,  and,  under  your  gui- 
dance, if  I  may  hope  for  it,  I  trust  to  grow  a  wiser  and  a 
better  man." 

"  it  is  well,  Lumley,"  returned  the  uncle,  "  and  1  am 
very  glad  to  see  you  returned  to  your  own  country. 
Will  you  dine  with  me  to-morrow]  I  am  living  near 
Fulham.  You  had  better  bring  your  carpet-bag,  and 
stay  with  me  some  days  ;  you  will  be  heartily  welcome, 
especially  if  you  can  shift  without  a  foreign  servant.  I 
have  a  great  compassion  for  papists,  but — " 

"  Oh,  my  dear  uncle,  do  not  fear ;  I  am  not  rich  enough 
to  have  a  foreign  servant,  and  have  not  travelled  over 
three  quarters  of  the  globe  without  learning  that  it  is 
possible  to  dispense  with  a  valet." 

"  As  to  being  rich  enough,"  observed  Mr.  Templeton, 
with  a  calculating  air,  "  seven  hundred  and  ninety-five 
poimds  ten  shillings  a  year  will  allow  a  man  to  keep 
Pwo  servants,  if  he  pleases ;  but  1  am  glad  to  find  you 
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economical,  at  all  events.  We  meet  to-morrow,  then,  at 
six  o'clock." 
"  Au  revoir—l  mean,  God  bless  you." 
"  Tiresome  old  gentleman,  that,"  muttered  Ferrers, 
"  and  not  so  cordial  as  formerly ;  perhaps  his  wife  is 
enciente,  and  he  is  going  to  dome  the  injustice  of  having 
another  heir.  I  must  look  to  this,  for  without  riches  I 
had  better  go  back  and  live  au  cinquieme  at  Paris." 

With  this  conclusion  Lumley  quickened  his  pace,  and 
soon  arrived  in  Seamore  Place.  In  a  few  moments  more 
he  was  in  the  library,  well  stored  with  books,  and  deco- 
rated with  marble  busts  and  images  from  the  studios  of 
Canova  and  Flaxman. 

"  My  master,  sir,  will  be  down  immediately,"  said  the 
servant  who  admitted  him ;  and  Ferrers  tlirew  himself 
into  a  sofa,  and  contemplated  the  apartment  with  an  air 
half  envious  and  half  cynical. 

Presently  the  door  opened,  and  "  My  dear  Ferrers !" 
"  Well,  mon  cher,  how  are  you  V  were  the  salutations 
hastily  exchanged. 

After  the  first  sentences  of  inquiry,  gratulation,  and 
welcome  had  cleared  the  way  for  more  general  conver- 
sation, "  Well,  Maltravers,"  said  Ferrers,  "  so  here  we 
are  together  again,  and  after  a  lapse  of  so  many  years  ! 
both  older,  certainly,  and  you,  I  suppose,  wiser.  At  all 
events,  people  think  you  so,  and  that's  all  that's  impor- 
tant in  the  question.  Why,  man,  you  are  looking  as 
young  as  ever,  ouiy  a  little  paler  and  thinner;  but  look 
at  me,  I  am  not  very  much  past  thirty,  and  1  am  almost 
an  old  man — bald  at  the  temples — crows'  feet,  too,  eh ! 
Idleness  ages  one  damnably." 

"  Pooh,  Lumley,  I  never  saw  you  look  better.  And 
you  are  really  come  to  settle  in  England  ]" 

"  Yes,  if  I  can  afford  it.  But,  at  my  age,  and  after 
having  seen  so  much,  the  life  of  an  idle,  obscure  garden 
does  not  content  me.  1  feel  that  the  world's  opinion, 
which  I  used  to  despise,  is  growing  necessary  to  me. 
I  want  to  be  something.  W^hat  can  I  be  '\  Don't  look 
alarmed,  I  won't  rival  you.  I  dare  say  literary  reputa- 
tion is  a  fine  thing,  but  I  desire  some  distinction  more 
substantial  and  worldly.  You  know  your  own  country 
— give  me  a  map  of  the  roads  to  power." 

"  To   power !     Oh,   nothing   but   law,  politics,   and 
riches." 
"  For  law  I  am  too  old ;   politics,  perhaps,  might 
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suit  me ,  but  riches,  my  dear  Ernest — ah,  how  I  lonj 
for  a  good  account  with  my  banker !" 

"  Well,  patience  and  hope — are  you  not  a  rich  uncle's 
heir  i" 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Ferrers,  very  dolorously  ;  "  the 
old  gentleman  has  married  again,  and  may  have  a  fam- 
ily." 

"  Married — to  whom  1" 

"A  widow,  I  hear;  I  know  nothing  more,  except  that 
she  has  a  child  already.  So  you  see  she  has  got  into  a 
cursed  way  of  having  children  ;  and  perhaps,  by  the 
time  I'm  forty,  I  shall  see  a  whole  covey  of  cherubs 
flying  away  with  the  great  Templeton  property!" 

"Ha,  ha!  your  despair  sharpens  your  wit,  Lumley ; 
but  why  not  take  a  leaf  out  of  your  uncle's  book,  and 
marry  yourself  1  Find  an  heiress  if  you  must  give  up 
the  heritage." 

"  Sensibly  said — more  sensibly  than  I  could  have  fan- 
cied any  suggestion  coming  from  a  man  who  writes 
books,  especially  poetry ;  and  your  advice  is  not  to  be 
despised  ;  for  rich  I  will  be,  and,  as  the  fathers  (I  don't 
-mean  of  the  church,  but  in  Horace)  told  the  rising  gen- 
eration, the  first  thing  is  to  resolve  to  be  rich — and  it  is 
only  the  second  thing  to  consider  how." 

"  Meanwhile,  Ferrers,  you  will  be  my  guest  ?" 

"  Fll  dine  with  you  to-day ;  but  to-morrow  I  am  off 
to  Fulham,  to  be  introduced  to  my  aunt.  Can't  you 
fancy  her  !  gray  gros  de  Naples  gown,  gold  chain  with 
an  eyeglass — rather  fat — two  pugs  and  a  parrot !  - '  Start 
not,  this  is  fancy's  sketch !'  I  have  not  yet  seen  the 
respectable  relative  with  my  physical  optics.  What 
shall  we  have  for  dinner  1  Let  7ne  choose,  you  were 
always  a  bad  caterer." 

As  Ferrers  thus  rattled  on,  Maltravers  felt  himself 
growing  younger  ;  old  times  and  old  adventures  crowd- 
ed fast  upon  him ;  and  the  two  friends  spent  a  most 
agreeable  day  together.  It  was  only  the  next  morning 
that  Maltravers,  in  thinking  over  the  various  conversa- 
tions that  had  passed  between  them,  was  forced  reluc- 
tantly to  acknowledge  that  the  inert  selfishness  of  Lum- 
ley Ferrers  seemed  now  to  have  hardened  into  a  reso- 
lute and  systematic  want  of  principle,  which  miglit,  per- 
haps, make  him  a  dangerous  and  designing  man,  if  urged 
by  circumstances  into  action. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

"Dauph.  Sir,  I  must  speak  to  you.    I  have  been  long  your  despised 

kinsman.  ,     t^  . 

"  Morose.  Oh,  what  thou  wilt,  nephew."— ipzcene. 

"  Her  silence  is  dowry  enough— exceedingly  soft  spoken  ;  thrifty 
of  her  speech,  that  spends  but  six  words  a  day.— iifd. 

The  coach  dropped  Mr.  Ferrers  at  the  gate  of  a  villa 
about  three  miles  from  town.  The  lodgekeeper  charged 
himself  with  the  carpet-bag,  and  Ferrers  strolled,  with 
his  hands  behind  him  (it  was  his  favourite  mode  of  dis- 
posing of  them),  through  the  beautiful  and  elaborate 
pleasure-grounds. 

"  A  very  nice,  snug  little  box  (jointure-house,  I  sup- 
pose!). I  would  not  grudge  that,  I'm  sure,  if  I  had  but 
the  rest.  But  here,  I  suspect,  comes  madame's  first 
specimen  of  the  art  of  having  a  family."  This  last 
thought  was  extracted  from  Mr.  Ferrers's  contempla- 
tive brain  by  a  lovely  little  girl,  who  came  running  up 
to  him,  fearless  and  spoiled  as  she  was  ;  and,  after  in- 
dulging in  a  tolerable  stare,  exclaimed,  "  Are  you  come 
to  see  papa,  sirV 

"  Papa  !  the  dense !"  thought  Lumley ;  "  and  who  is 
papa,  mv  dear  V 

"  Why,  mamma's  husband.  He  is  not  my  papa  by 
rights." 

"  Certainly  not,  my  love,  not  by  rights— I  compre- 
hend." 

"  Eh !" 

"  Yes,  I  am  going  to  your  papa  by  wrongs— Mr.  Tern 
pleton." 

"  Oh,  this  way,  then." 

"You  are  very  fond  of  Mr.  Templeton,  my  httle 
angel." 

"  To  be  sure  I  am.     You  have  not  seen  the  rocking- 
horse  he  is  going  to  give  me." 
•      "  Not  yet,  sweet  child !     And  how  is  mamma  V 

"  Oh,  poor,  dear  mamma,"  said  the  child,  with  a  sud- 
den change  of  voice,  and  tears  in  her  eyes.  "  Ah,  she 
is  not  well." 
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"  In  the  family-way,  to  a  dead  certainty !"  muttered 
Ferrers,  with  a  groan ;  "  but  here  is  my  uncle.  Horrid 
name !  uncles  were  always  wicked  fellows.  Richard 
the  Third,  and  the  man  who  did  something  or  other  to 
the  children  in  the  wood,  were  a  joke  to  my  hard- 
hearted old  relation,  who  has  robbed  me  with  a  widow ! 
The  lustful,  liquorish  old — My  dear  sir,  I'm  so  glad  to 
see  you !" 

Mr.  Templeton,  who  was  a  man  very  cold  in  his 
manners,  and  always  either  looked  over  people's  heads 
or  down  upon  the  ground,  just  touched  his  nephew's 
outstretched  hand,  and  teUing  him  he  was  welcome, 
observed  that  it  was  a  very  fine  afternoon. 

"  Very,  indeed ;  sweet  place  this ;  you  see,  by-the- 
way,  that  I  have  already  made  acquahitance  with  my 
fair  cousin-in-law.     She  is  very  pretty." 

"  I  really  think  she  is,"  said  Mr.  Templeton,  with 
some  warmth,  and  gazing  almost  fondly  at  the  child, 
who  was  now  throwing  buttercups  up  in  the  air,  and 
trying  to  catch  them ;  Mr.  Ferrers  wished  in  his  heart 
that  they  had  been  brickbats  ! 

"  Is  she  like  her  mother'?"  asked  the  nephew. 

"  Like  who,  sir  V 

"  Her  mother — Mrs.  Templeton." 

"  No — not  very ;  there  is  an  air,  perhaps  ;  but  the 
likeness  is  not  remarkably  strong.  Would  you  not  like 
to  go  to  your  room  before  dinner]" 

"  Thank  you.  Can  I  not  first  be  presented  to  Mrs. 
Tern—" 

"  She  is  at  her  devotions,  Mr.  Lumley,"  interrupted 
Mr.  Templeton,  grimly. 

"  The  she-hypocrite  !"  thought  Ferrers.  "  Oh,  I  am 
delighted  your  pious  heart  has  found  so  congenial  a 
helpmate !" 

"  It  is  a  great  blessing,  and  I  am  grateful  for  it.  This 
is  the  way  to  the  house." 

Lumley,  now  forcibly  installed  in  a  grave  bedroom, 
with  dimity  curtains,  and  dark  brown  paper  with  light 
brown  stars  on  it,  threw  himself  into  a  l.irge  chair,  and 
yawned  and  stretched  with  as  much  fervour  as  if  he 
could  have  yawned  and  stretched  himself  into  his  un- 
cle's property.  He  then  slowly  exchanged  his  morn- 
ing-dress for  a  quiet  suit  of  black,  and  thanked  his  stars 
that,  amid  all  his  sins,  he  had  never  been  a  dandy,  and 
had  never  rejoiced  in  a  fine  waistcoat — a  criminal  pos- 
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session  thai  lie  well  knew  would  have  entirely  hardened 
his  uncle's  conscience  against  him.  He  tarried  in  his 
room  till  the  second  bell  summoned  him  to  descend ; 
and  then,  entering  the  drawing-room,  which  had  a  cold 
look  even  in  July,  found  his  uncle  standing  by  the  man- 
telpiece, and  a  young,  slight,  handsome  woman,  half 
buried  in  a  huge,  but  not  comfortable,  fauteuil. 

"  Your  aunt,  Mrs.  Templeton ;  madam,  my  nephew, 
Mr.  Lumley  Ferrers,"  said  Templeton,  with  a  wave  of 
the  hand.     "  John,  dinner !" 

"  I  hope  I  am  not  late  !" 

"  No,"  said  Templeton,  gently,  for  he  had  always  liked 
his  nepliew,  and  began  now  to  thaw  towards  him  a  little 
on  seeing  that  Lumley  put  a  good  face  upon  the  new 
state  of  affairs. 

"  No,  my  dear  boy,  no ;  but  I  think  order  and  punc- 
tuality cardinal  virtues  in  a  well-regulated  family." 

"Dinner,  sir,"  said  the  butler,  opening  the  folding- 
doors  at  the  end  of  the  room. 

''  Permit  me,"  said  Lumley,  offering  his  arm  to  the 
aunt.     "  What  a  lovely  place  this  is  !" 

Mrs.  Templeton  said  something  in  reply,  but  what  it 
was  Ferrers  could  not  discover,  so  low  and  choked  was 
the  voice. 

"  Shy,"  thought  he :  "  odd  for  a  widow !  but  that's 
the  way  those  husband-buriers  take  us  in !" 

Plain  as  was  the  general  furniture  of  the  apartment, 
the  natural  ostentation  of  Mr.  Templeton  broke  out  in 
the  massive  value  of  the  plate,  and  the  number  of  the 
attendants.  He  was  a  rich  man.  and  he  was  proud  of 
his  riches ;  he  knew  it  was  respectable  to  be  rich,  and 
he  thought  it  was  moral  to  be  respectable.  As  for  the 
dinner,  Lumley  knew  enough  of  his  uncle's  tastes  to  be 
prepared  for  viands  and  wines,  that  even  he  (fastidious 
gourmand  as  he  was !)  did  not  despise. 

Between  tlie  intervals  of  eating  Mr.  Ferrers  endeav- 
oured to  draw  his  aunt  into  conversation,  but  he  found 
all  his  ingenuity  fail  him.  There  was,  in  the  features 
of  Mrs.  Templeton,  an  expression  of  deep  but  calm 
melancholy,  that  would  have  saddened  most  persons  to 
look  upon,  especially  in  one  so  young  and  lovely.  It 
was  evidently  something  beyond  shyness  or  reserve  that 
made'her  so  silent  and  subdued,  and  even  in  her  silence 
thei'e  was  so  much  natural  sweetness,  that  Ferrers 
could  not  ascribe  her  manner  to  haughtiness  or  the  de- 
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sire  to  repel.  He  was  rather  puzzled ;  "  for  though," 
thought  he,  sensibly  enough,  "  my  uncle  is  not  a  youth, 
he  is  a  very  rich  fellow ;  and  how  any  widow,  wlio  is 
married  again  to  a  rich  old  fellow,  can  be  melancholy, 
passes  my  understanding !" 

Templeton,  as  if  to  draw  attention  from  his  wife's 
taciturnity,  talked  more  than  usual.  He  entered  largely 
into  politics,  and  regretted  that,  in  times  so  critical,  he 
was  not  in  parliament. 

"  Did  I  possess  your  youth  and  your  health,  Lumley, 
I  would  not  neglect  my  country — popery  is  abroad." 

"  I  myself  should  like  very  much  to  be  in  parhament," 
said  Lumley,  boldly. 

"  I  dare  say  you  would,"  returned  the  uncle,  dryly. 
"  Parliament  is  very  expensive — only  fit  for  those  who 
have  a  large  stake  in  the  country.  Champagne  to  Mr. 
Ferrers." 

Lumley  bit  his  lip,  and  spoke  little  during  the  rest  of 
the  dinner.  Mr.  Templeton,  however,  waxed  gracious 
by  the  time  the  dessert  was  on  the  table ;  and  began 
cutting  up  a  pineapple,  with  many  assurances  to  Lumley 
that  gardens  were  nothing  without  pineries.  "  When- 
ever you  settle  in  the  country,  nephew,  be  sure  you 
have  a  pinery." 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Lumley,  almost  bitterly,  "  and  a  pack 
of  hounds,  and  a  French  cook ;  they  will  all  suit  my 
fortune  very  well." 

"  You  are  more  thoughtful  on  pecuniary  matters  than 
you  used  to  be,"  said  tlie  uncle. 

"  Sir,"  replied  Ferrers,  solemnly,  "  in  a  very  short 
time  I  shall  be  what  is  called  a  middle-aged  man." 

"  Humph !"  said  the  host. 

There  was  another  silence.  Lumley  was  a  man,  as 
we  have  said  or  implied  before,  of  great  knowledge  of 
human  nature,  at  least  the  ordinary  sort  of  it,  and  he 
now  revolved  in  his  mind  the  various  courses  it  might 
be  wise  to  pursue  towards  his  rich  relation.  He  saw 
that,  in  delicate  fencing,  his  uncle  had  over  him  the 
same  advantage  that  a  tall  man  has  over  a  short  one 
with  the  physical  sword-play ;  by  holding  his  weapon  in 
a  proper  position,  he  kept  the  other  at  arm's  length. 
There  was  a  grand  reserve  and  dignity  about  the  man 
who  had  something  to  give  away,  of  which  Ferrers, 
however  actively  he  might  shift  his  ground  and  flourish 
his  rapier,  could  not  break  the  defence.    He  determined. 
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therefore,  upon  a  new  game,  for  which  his  frankness 
of  manner  admirably  adapted  him.  Just  as  he  formed 
this  resolution,  Mrs.  Templeton  rose,  and  with  a  gentle 
bow,  and  soft,  though  languid  smile,  glided  from  the 
room.  The  two  gentlemen  resettled  themselves,  and 
Templeton  pushed  the  bottle  to  Ferrers. 

"  Help  yourself,  Lumley ;  your  travels  seem  to  have 
deprived  you  of  your  high  spirits ;  you  are  pensive." 

"  Sir,"  said  Ferrers,  abruptly,  "  I  wish  to  consult  you." 

"  Oh,  young  man,  you  have  been  guilty  of  some  ex- 
cess— you  have  gambled — you  have — " 

"I  have  done  nothing,  sir,  that  should  make  me  less 
worthy  your  esteem.  I  repeat,  I  wish  to  consult  you ; 
I  have  outlived  the  hot  days  of  my  youth ;  I  am  alive 
to  the  claims  of  the  world.  I  have  talents,  I  believe, 
and  I  have  application,  I  know.  I  wish  to  fill  a  position 
in  the  world  that  may  redeem  my  past  indolence  and 
do  credit  to  my  family.  Sir,  I  set  your  example  before 
me,  and  I  now  ask  your  counsel  with  the  determination 
to  follow  it." 

Templeton  was  startled ;  he  half  shaded  his  face  with 
his  hand,  and  gazed  searchingly  upon  the  high  forehead 
and  bold  eyes  of  his  nephew.  "  1  believe  you  are  sin- 
cere," said  he,  after  a  pause. 

"  You  may  well  believe  so,  sir." 

"  Well,  I  will  think  of  this.  I  like  an  honourable  am- 
bition— not  too  extravagant  a  one,  that  is  sinful ;  but 
a  respectable  station  in  the  world  is  a  proper  object  of 
desire,  and  wealth  is  a  blessing ;  because,"  added  the 
rich  man,  taking  another  slice  of  the  pineapple,  "  it  en- 
ables us  to  be  of  use  to  our  fellow-creatures !" 

"  Sir,  then,"  said  Ferrers,  with  daring  animation, 
"  then  1  avow  that  my  ambition  is  precisely  of  the  kind 
you  speak  of.  I  am  obscure,  1  desire  to  be  reputably 
known ;  my  fortune  is  mediocre,  I  desire  it  to  be  great. 
I  ask  you  for  nothing — I  know  your  generous  heart; 
but  I  wish  independently  to  work  out  my  own  career!" 

"  Lumley,"  said  Templeton,  "  I  never  esteemed  you 
so  much  as  I  do  now.  Listen  to  me ;  I  will  confide  in 
you;  I  think  the  government  are  under  obhgations  to 
me." 

"  I  know  it,"  exclaimed  Ferrers,  whose  eyes  sparkled 
at  the  thought  of  a  sinecure,  for  sinecures  then  existed! 

"  And,"  pursued  the  uncle,  "  I  intend  to  ask  them  a 
favour  in  return." 
Vol.  II.— D 
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"  Oh,  sir !" 

"  Yes  ;  I  think,  mark  me,  with  management  and  ad- 
dress, I  may — " 

"  Well,  my  dear  sir!" 

"  Obtain  a  barony  for  myself  and  heirs.  I  trust  I 
shall  soon  have  a  family." 

Had  somebody  given  Lumley  Ferrers  a  hearty  cuff  on 
the  ear,  he  would  have  thought  less  of  it  than  of  this 
wind-up  of  his  uncle's  ambitious  projects.  His  jaw  fell, 
his  eyes  grew  an  inch  larger,  and  he  remained  perfectly 
speechless. 

"  Ay,"  pursued  Mr.  Templeton,  "  I  have  long  dreamed 
of  this ;  my  character  is  spotless,  my  fortune  great.  I 
have  ever  exerted  my  parliamentary  influence  in  favour 
of  ministers;  and  in  this  commercial  country  no  man 
has  higher  claims  than  Richard  Templeton  to  the  hon- 
ours of  a  virtuous,  loyal,  and  religious  state.  Yes,  my 
boy,  I  hke  your  ambition;  you  see  I  have  some  of  it 
myself;  and,  since  you  are  sincere  in  your  wish  to  tread 
in  my  footsteps,  I  think  I  can  obtain  you  a  junior  part- 
nership in  a  highly  respectable  establishment.  Let  me 
see,  your  capital  now  is — " 

"  Pardon  me,  sir,"  interrupted  Lumley,  colouring  with 
indignation,  despite  himself;  "  I  honour  commerce  much, 
but  my  paternal  relations  are  not  such  as  would  allow 
me  to  enter  into  trade.  And,  permit  me  to  add,"  contin- 
ued he,  seizing  with  instant  adroitness  the  new  weakness 
presented  to  him — ''  permit  me  to  add,  that  those  rela- 
tions, who  have  been  ever  kind  to  me,  would,  properly 
managed,  be  highly  efficient  in  promoting  your  own 
views  of  advancement ;  for  your  sake  I  would  not  break 
with  them.  Lord  Saxingham  is  still  a  minister — nay, 
he  is  in  the  cabinet." 

"  Hem — Lumley — hem  !"  said  Templeton,  thought- 
fully ;  "  we  will  consider — we  will  consider.  Any  more 
wine  V 

"  No,  I  thank  you,  sir." 

"  Then  I'll  just  take  my  evening  stroll,  and  think  over 
matters.  You  can  rejoin  Mrs.  Templeton.  And,  I  say, 
Lumley,  I  read  prayers  at  nine  o'clock.  Never  forget 
your  Maker,  and  he  will  not  forget  you.  The  barony 
will  be  an  excellent  thing,  eh ! — an  Enghsh  peerage — 
yes — an  English  peerage !  Very  different  from  your 
beggarly  countships  abroad !" 

So  saying,  Mr.  Templeton  rang  for  his  hat  and  cane» 
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and  stepped  into  the  lawn  from  the  window  of  the  dining- 
room. 

"  '  The  world's  mine  oyster,  which  I  with  sword  will 
open,'  "  muttered  Ferrers ;  "  I  will  mould  this  selfish 
old  man  to  my  purpose  ;  for,  since  I  have  neither  genius 
to  write  nor  eloquence  to  declaim,  I  will  at  least  see 
whether  I  have  not  cunning  to  plot  and  courage  to  act. 
Conduct — conduct — conduct — there  lies  my  talent ;  and 
what  is  conduct  but  a  steady  walk  from  a  design  to  its 
execution  ?" 

With  these  thoughts  Ferrers  sought  Mrs.  Templeton. 
He  opened  the  folding-doors  very  gently,  for  all  his 
habitual  movements  were  quick  and  noiseless,  and  per- 
ceived that  Mrs.  Templeton  sat  by  the  window,  and  that 
she  seemed  engrossed  with  a  book  which  lay  open  on  a 
little  work-table  before  her. 

"  Fordyce's  Advice  to  Young  Married  Women,  I  sup- 
pose. Sly  jade  !  However,  I  must  not  have  her  against 
me." 

He  approached ;  still  Mrs.  Templeton  did  not  note 
him,  nor  was  it  till  he  stood  facing  her  that  he  himself 
observed  that  her  tears  were  falling  fast  over  the  page. 

He  was  a  little  embarrassed,  and,  turning  towards  the 
window,  affected  to  cough,  and  then  said,  without  look- 
ing at  Mrs.  Templeton,  "  I  fear  I  have  disturbed  you," 

"  No,"  answered  the  same  low,  stifled  voice  that  had 
before  replied  to  Lumley's  vain  attempts  to  provoke 
conversation — "  it  was  a  melancholy  employment,  and 
perhaps  it  is  not  right  to  indulge  it." 

"  May  I  inquire  what  author  so  affected  you  V 

"  It  is  but  a  volume  of  poems,  and  I  am  no  judge  of 
poetry ;  but  it  contains  thoughts  which — which — "  Mrs. 
Templeton  paused  abruptly,  and  Lumley  quietly  took 
up  the  book. 

"Ah,"  said  he,  turning  to  the  title-page — "my  friend 
ought  to  be  much  flattered." 

"  Your  friend "?" 

"  Yes ;  this,  I  see,  is  by  Ernest  Maltravers,  a  very  in- 
timate ally  of  mine." 

"  I  should  hke  to  see  him,"  cried  Mrs.  Templeton, 
almost  with  animation  ;  "  I  read  but  little ;  it  was  by 
chance  that  I  met  with  one  of  his  books,  and  they  are 
as  if  I  heard  a  dear  friend  speaking  to  me.  Ah !  I  should 
like  to  see  him  !" 

"  I'm  sure,  madam !"  said  the  voice  of  a  third  person 
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in  an  austere  and  rebuking  accent,  "  I  do  not  see  what 
good  it  would  do  your  immortal  soul  to  see  a  man  who 
writes  idle  verses,  which  appear  to  me,  indeed,  highly 
immoral.  I  just  looked  into  that  volume  this  morning, 
and  found  nothing  but  trash — love-sonnets,  and  such 
stuff." 

Mrs.  Templeton  made  no  reply ;  and  Lumley,  in  order 
to  change  the  conversation,  which  seemed  a  little  too 
matrimonial  for  his  taste,  said,  rather  awkwardly, "  You 
are  returned  very  soon,  sir." 

"  Yes,  I  don't  like  walking  in  the  rain  !" 

"  Bless  me,  it  rains,  so  it  does — I  had  not  observed — " 

"  Are  you  wet,  sir]  had  you  not  better — "  began  the 
wife,  timidly. 

"  No,  ma'am,  I'm  not  wet,  I  thank  you.  By-the-by, 
nephew,  this  new  author  is  a  friend  of  yours.  I  won- 
der a  man  of  his  family  should  condescend  to  turn 
author.  He  can  come  to  no  good.  I  hope  you  will 
drop  his  acquaintance  ;  authors  are  very  unprofitable  as- 
sociates, I'm  sure.  I  trust  I  shall  see  no  more  of  Mr. 
Maltravers's  books  in  my  house." 

"  Nevertheless,  he  is  well  thought  of,  sir,  and  makes 
no  mean  figure  in  the  world,"  said  Lumley,  stoutly  ;  for 
he  was  by  no  means  disposed  to  give  up  a  friend  who 
might  be  as  useful  to  him  as  Mr.  Templeton  himself. 

"  Figure  or  no  figure,  I  have  not  had  many  dealings 
with  authors  in  my  day ;  and  when  I  had  I  always  re- 
pented it.  Not  sound,  sir,  not  sound — all  cracked  some- 
where. Mrs.  Templeton,  have  the  kindness  to  get  the 
prayer-book;  my  hassock  must  be  fresh  stuffed,  it  gives 
me  quite  a  pain  in  my  knee.  Lumley,  will  you  ring 
the  bell  1  Your  aunt  is  very  melancholy.  True  reli- 
gion is  not  gloomy ;  we  will  read  a  sermon  on  cheer- 
fulness." 

"  So,  so,"  said  Mr.  Ferrers  to  himself,  as  he  un- 
dressed that  night — "  I  see  that  my  uncle  is  a  little  dis- 
pleased with  my  aunt's  pensive  face — a  little  jealous  of 
her  thinking  of  anything  but  himself.  Tant  mieux — I 
must  work  upon  this  discovery ;  it  will  not  do  for  them 
to  live  too  happily  with  each  other.  And  what  with 
that  lever,  and  what  with  his  ambitious  projects,  I  think 
I  see  a  way  to  push  the  good  things  of  this  world  a  few 
inches  nearer  to  Lumley  Ferrers." 
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CHAPTER  III. 

"The  pride,  too,  of  her  step,  as  lightm 
Along  the  unconscious  earth  she  went, 
Seem'd  that  of  one  born  with  a  right 
To  walk  some  heavenlier  element." 

Loves  of  the  Angels. 

"  Can  it  be 
That  these  fine  impulses,  these  lofty  thoughts 
Burning  with  their  own  beauty,  are  but  given 
To  make  me  the  low  slave  of  vanity  ?" 


"  Is  she  not  too  fair 
Even  to  think  of  maiden's  sweetest  care  ? 
The  mouth  and  brow  are  contrasts." 


Erinna. 


Ibid. 


It  was  two  or  three  evenings  after  the  date  of  the 
last  chapter,  and  there  was  what  the  newspapers  call  a 
select  party  in  one  of  the  noblest  mansions  in  London. 
A  young  lady,  on  whom  all  eyes  were  bent,  and  whose 
beauty  might  have  served  the  painter  for  a  model  of  a 
S«miramis  or  Zenobia.  more  majestic  than  became  her 
years,  and  so  classically  faultless  as  to  have  something 
cold  and  statue-like  in  its  haughty  lineaments,  was  mo- 
vang  through  the  crowd  that  murmured  applauses  as 
she  passed.  This  lady  was  Florence  Lascelles,  the 
daughter  of  Lumley's  great  relation,  the  Earl  of  Saxing- 
ham,  and  supposed  to  be  the  richest  heiress  in  England. 
Lord  Saxingham  himself  drew  aside  his  daughter  as  she 
swept  along. 

'•  Florence,"  said  he,  in  a  whisper,  "  the  Duke  of  **** 
is  greatly  struck  with  you — be  civil  to  him — I  am  about 
to  present  him." 

So  saying,  the  earl  turned  to  a  small,  dark,  stiff-look- 
ing man,  of  about  twenty-eight  years  of  age,  at  his  left, 
and  introduced  the  Duke  of  ****  to  Lady  Florence  Las- 
celles. The  duke  was  unmarried ;  it  was  an  introduc- 
tion between  the  greatest  match  and  the  wealthiest 
hcirr^ss  in  the  peerage. 

"  Lady  Florence,"  said  Lord  Saxingham,  "  is  as  fond 
of  horses  as  yourself,  duke,  though  not  quite  so  good  a 
judge." 

D2 
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"  I  confess  I  do  like  horses,"  said  the  duke,  with  an 
ingenuous  air. 

Lord  Saxingham  moved  away. 

Lady  Florence  stood  mute ;  one  glance  of  bright 
contempt  shot  from  her  large  eyes;  her  lip  slightly 
curled,  and  she  then  half  turned  aside,  and  seemed  to 
forget  that  her  new  acquaintance  was  in  existence. 

His  grace,  like  most  great  personages,  was  not  apt 
to  take  offence,  nor  could  he,  indeed,  ever  suppose  that 
any  slight  towards  the  Duke  of  ****  could  be  intended ; 
still  he  thought  it  would  be  proper  in  Lady  Florence  to 
begin  the  couversation ;  for  he  himself,  though  not  shy, 
was  habitually  silent,  and  accustomed  to  be  saved  the 
fatigue  of  defraying  the  small  charges  of  society.  After 
a  pause,  seeing,  however,  that  Lady  Florence  remained 
speechless,  he  began. 

"You  ride  sometimes  in  the  park,  Lady  Florence  V 

"Very  seldom." 

"  It  is,  indeed,  too  warm  for  riding  at  present." 

"  I  did  not  say  so." 

"  Hem — I  thought  you  did." 

Another  pause. 

"  Did  you  speak,  Lady  Florence  V 

"No." 

"  Oh !  I  beg  pardon — Lord  Saxingham  is  looking  very 
well." 

"  I  am  glad  you  think  so." 

"  Your  picture  in  the  exhibition  scarcely  does  you 
justice,  Lady  Florence ;  yet  Lawrence  is  usually  hap- 
py." 

"  You  are  very  flattering,"  said  Lady  Florence,  with 
a  lively  and  perceptible  impatience  in  her  tone  and 
manner.  The  young  beauty  was  thoroughly  spoiled ; 
and  now  all  the  scorn  of  a  scornful  nature  was  drawn 
forth,  by  observing  the  envious  eyes  of  the  crowd  were 
bent  upon  one  whom  the  Duke  of  ****  was  actually 
talking  to.  Brilliant  as  were  her  own  powers  of  con- 
versation, she  would  not  deign  to  exert  them  ;  she  was 
an  aristocrat  of  intellect  rather  than  of  birih,  and  she 
took  it  into  her  head  that  the  duke  was  an  idiot.  She 
was  very  much  mistaken.  If  she  had  but  broken  up 
the  ice,  she  would  have  found  that  the  water  below  was 
not  shallow.  The  duke,  in  fact,  like  many  other  Eng- 
lishmen, though  he  did  not  like  the  trouble  of  showing 
forth,  and  had  an  ungainly  manner,  was  a  man  who  had 


CONQUESTS  OF  A  COQUETTE.       48 

read  a  good  deal,  possessed  a  sound  head  and  an  hon- 
ourable mind,  though  he  did  not  know  what  it  was  to 
love  anybody,  to  care  much  for  anything,  and  was  at 
once  perfectly  sated,  and  yet  perfectly  contented ;  for 
apathy  is  the  combination  of  satiety  and  content. 

Still  Florence  judged  of  him  as  lively  persons  are  apt 
to  judge  of  the  sedate  :  besides,  she  wanted  to  proclaim 
to  him  and  to  everybody  else  how  little  she  cared  for 
dukes  and  great  matches ;  she,  therefore,  with  a  slight 
inclination  of  her  head,  turned  away,  and  extended  her 
hand  to  a  dark  young  man,  who  was  gazing  on  her  with 
that  respectful,  but  unmistakable  admiration,  which 
proud  women  are  never  proud  enough  to  despise. 

"  Ah,  signor,"  said  she,  in  Italian,  "  I  am  so  glad  to 
see  you ;  it  is  a  relief,  indeed,  to  find  genius  in  a  crowd 
of  nothings." 

So  saying,  the  heiress  seated  herself  on  one  of  those 
convenient  couches  which  hold  but  two,  and  beckoned 
the  Italian  to  her  side.  Oh,  how  the  vain  heart  of  Cas- 
truccio  Caesarini  beat !  What  visions  of  love,  rank, 
wealth,  already  flitted  before  him  ! 

"  I  almost  fancy,"  said  Castruccio,  "  that  the  old  days 
of  romance  are  returned,  when  a  queen  could  turn  from 
princes  and  warriors  to  listen  to  a  troubadour." 

"  Troubadours  are  now  more  rare  than  warrior  and 
princes,"  replied  Florence,  with  gay  animation,  which 
contrasted  strongly  with  the  coldness  she  had  manifested 
to  the  Duke  of  ****,  "  and  therefore  it  would  not  now 
be  a  very  great  merit  in  a  queen  to  fly  from  dulness 
and  insipidity  to  poetry  and  wit." 

"  Ah,  say  not  wit,"  said  Caesarini ;  "  wit  is  incompati- 
ble with  the  grave  character  of  deep  feelings ;  incom- 
patible with  enthusiasm,  with  worship  ;  incompatible 
with  the  thoughts  that  wait  upon  Lady  Florence  Las- 
celles." 

Florence  coloured  and  slightly  frowned  ;  but  the  im- 
mense distinction  between  her  position  and  that  of  the 
young  foreigner,  with  her  own  inexperience,  both  of 
real  life  and  the  presumption  of  vain  hearts,  made  her 
presently  forget  the  flattery  that  would  have  ofl'ended 
her  in  another.  She  turned  the  conversation,  however, 
into  general  channels,  and  she  talked  of  Italian  poetry 
with  a  warmth  and  eloquence  worthy  of  the  theme. 
While  they  thus  conversed  a  new  guest  had  arrived 
who,  from  the  spot  where  he  stood,  engaged  with  Lord 
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Saxingham,  fixed  a  steady  and  scrutinizing  gaze  upon 
the  pair. 

"  Lady  Florence  has  indeed  improved,"  said  this  new- 
guest.  "1  could  not  have  conceived  that  England 
boasted  any  one  half  so  beautiful." 

"  She  certainly  is  handsome,  my  dear  Lumley ;  the 
Lascelles  cast  of  countenance,"  replied  Lord  Saxingham, 
"and  so  gifted!  She  is  positively  learned;  quite  a  baa 
bleu.  I  tremble  to  tliink  of  the  crowd  of  poets  and 
painters  who  will  make  a  fortune  out  of  her  enthusiasm. 
Entre  nous,  Lumley,  I  could  wish  her  married  to  a  man 
of  sober  sense,  like  the  Duke  of  ****,  for  sober  sense 
is  exactly  what  she  w^ants.  Do  observe,  she  has  been 
just  half  an  hour  fhriing  with  that  odd-looking  ad- 
venturer, a  Signor  Ca^sarini,  merely  because  he  writes 
sonnets  and  wears  a  dress  like  a  stage-player!" 

"  It  is  the  weakness  of  the  sex,  my  dear  lord,"  said 
Lumley ;  "  thej'  like  to  patronise,  and  they  dote  upon 
all  oddities,  from  China  monsters  to  cracked  poets. 
But  I  fancy,  by  a  restless  glance  cast  every  now  and 
then  around  the  room,  that  my  beautiful  cousin  has  in 
her  something  of  the  coquette." 

"  There  you  are  quite  right,  Lumley,"  returned  Lord 
•"^^.xingham,  laughing;  "but  I  will  not  quarrel  with  her 
for  breaking  hearts  and  refusing  hands,  if  she  do  but 

grow  steady  at  last,  and  settle  into    the    Duchess   of 

****  " 

"  Duchess  of  **** !"  repeated  Lumley,  absently ; 
"  well,  I  will  go  and  present  myself  I  see  she  is  grow- 
ing tired  of  the  signor.  I  will  sound  her  as  to  the  ducal 
impressions,  my  dear  lord." 

"  Do,  /dare  not,"  replied  the  father ;  "  she  is  an  excel- 
lent girl,  but  heiresses  are  always  contradictory.  It 
was  very  foolish  to  deprive  me  of  all  control  over  her 
fortune.  Come  and  see  me  again  soon,  Lumley.  I 
suppose  you  are  going  abroad  V 

"  No,  I  shall  settle  in  England ;  but,  of  my  prospects 
and  plans,  more  hereafter." 

With  this  Lmnley  quietly  glided  away  to  Florence 
There  was  something  in  Ferrers  that  was  remarkable 
from  its  very  simplicity.  His  clear,  sharp  features, 
with  the  short  hair  and  high  brow — the  absolute  plain- 
ness of  his  dress,  and  the  noiseless,  easy,  self-collected 
calm  of  all  liis  motions,  made  a  strong  contrast  to  the 
ghowv  Italian,  by  whose  side  he  now  stood.    Florence 
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looked  up  at  him  with  some  httle  surprise  at  his  intru- 
sion. 

"  Ah,  you  don't  recollect  me  !"  said  Lumley,  with  his 
pleasant  laugh.  "  Faithless  Imogen,  after  all  our  vows 
of  constancy  !     Behold  your  Alonzo ! 

'  The  worms  they  crept  in  and  the  worms  they  crept  out.' 

Don't  you  remember  how  you  trembled  when  I  told  you 
that  true  story,  as  we 

'  Conversed  as  we  sat  on  the  green  V  " 

"  Oh !"  cried  Florence,  "  it  is  indeed  you,  my  dear 
cousin,  my  dear  Lumley.   What  an  age  since  we  parted !" 

"  Don't  talk  of  age — it  is  an  ugly  word  to  a  man  of 
my  years.     Pardon,  signor,  if  I  disturb  you." 

And  here  Lumley,  with  a  low  bow,  slid  coolly  into  the 
place  which  Caesarini,  who  had  shyly  risen,  left  vacant 
for  him.  Castruccio  looked  disconcerted ;  but  Florence 
had  forgotten  him  in  her  delight  at  seeing  Lumley,  and 
Caesarini  moved  discontentedly  away,  and  seated  him- 
self at  a  distance. 

"  And  I  come  back,"  continued  Lumley, "  to  find  you 
a  confirmed  beauty  and  a  professional  coquette.  Don't 
blush !" 

"  Do  they  indeed  call  me  a  coquette  1" 

"  Oh,  yes,  for  once  the  world  is  just." 

"Perhaps  I  do  deserve  the  reproach.  Oh,  Lumley, 
how  I  despise  all  that  I  see  and  hear!" 

"  What !  even  the  Duke  of  ****  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  fear  even  the  Duke  of  ****  is  no  exception." 

"  Your  father  will  go  mad  if  he  hear  you." 

"  My  father !  my  poor  father  !  yes,  he  thinks  the  ut- 
most that  1,  Florence  Lascelles,  am  made  for,  is  to  wear 
a  ducal  coronet  and  give  the  best  balls  in  London." 

"  And,  pray,  what  was  Florence  Lascelles  made  for  T" 

"  Ah !  I  cannot  answer  the  question.  I  fear  for  Dis- 
content and  Disdain." 

"  You  are  an  enigma — but  I  will  take  pains,  and  not 
rest  till  I  solve  you." 

"  I  defy  you." 

"  Thanks— better  defy  than  despise." 

"  Oh,  you  must  be  strangely  altered  if  I  can  despise 
yow." 

"  Indeed — what  do  you  remember  of  me  V 

"  That  you  were  frank,  bold,  and,  therefore,  I  sup- 
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pose,  true ;  that  you  shocked  my  aunts  and  my  father 
by  your  contempt  for  the  vulgar  liypocrisiesof  our  con- 
ventional life.     Oh,  no  !  I  cannot  despise  you." 

Lumley  raised  his  eyes  to  those  of  Florence — he 
gazed  on  her  long  and  earnestly — ambitious  hopes  rose 
high  within  him. 

"  My  fair  cousin,"  said  he,  in  an  altered  and  serious 
tone,  "  I  see  something  in  your  spirit  kindred  to  mine ; 
and  I  am  glad  that  yours  is  one  of  the  earliest  voices 
which  confirm  my  new  resolves  on  my  return  to  busy 
England  !" 

"  And  those  resolves  ?" 

"  Are  an  Englishman's — energetic  and  ambitious." 

"  Alas,  ambition !  How  many  false  portraits  are  there 
of  the  great  original !" 

Lumley  thought  he  had  found  a  clew  to  the  heart  of 
his  cousin,  and  he  began  to  expatiate,  with  unusual  elo- 
quence, on.  the  nobleness  of  that  daring  sin  which  "  lost 
angels  heaven."  Florence  listened  to  him  with  atten- 
tion, but  not  with  sympathy.  Lumley  was  deceived. 
His  was  not  an  ambition  that  could  attract  the  fastid- 
ious but  high-souled  idealist.  The  selfishness  of  his 
nature  broke  out  in  all  the  sentiments  that  he  fancied 
would  seem  to  her  most  elevated.  Place — power — ti- 
tles— all  these  objects  were  low  and  vulgar  to  one  who 
saw  them  daily  at  her  feet. 

At  a  distance  the  Duke  of  ****  continued  from  time 
to  time  to  direct  his  cold  gaze  at  Florence.  He  did  not 
like  her  the  less  for  not  seeming  to  court  him.  He  had 
something  generous  within  him,  and  he  could  under- 
stand her.  He  went  away  at  last,  and  thought  serious- 
ly of  Florence  as  a  wife.  Not  a  wife  for  companion- 
ship, for  friendship,  for  love,  but  a  wife  who  could  take 
the  trouble  of  rank  off  his  hands — do  him  honour,  and 
raise  him  an  heir,  whom  he  might  flatter  himself  would 
be  his  own. 

From  his  corner  also,  with  dreams  yet  more  vain 
and  daring,  Castruccio  Ogesarini  cast  his  eyes  upon  the 
queenlike  brow  of  the  great  heiress.  Oh  yes,  she  had 
a  soul — she  could  disdain  rank  and  revere  genius ! 
What  a  triumph  over  De  Montaigne — Maltravers — all 
the  world,  if  he,  the  neglected  poet,  could  win  the  hand 
for  which  the  magnates  of  the  earth  sighed  in  vain! 
Pure  and  lofty  as  he  thought  himself,  it  was  her  oirth 
and  her  wealth  which  Csesanni   adored  in   Florence, 
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And  Lumley,  nearer  perhaps  to  the  prize  than  either, 
yet  still  far  off,  went  on  conversing,  with  eloquent  lips 
and  sparkling  eyes,  while  his  cold  heart  was  planning 
every  word,  dictating  every  glance,  and  laying  out  (for 
the  most  worldly  are  often  the  most  visionary)  the 
chart  for  a  royal  road  to  fortune.  And  Florence  Las- 
celles,  when  the  crowd  had  dispersed  and  she  sought 
her  chamber,  forgot  all  three — and  with  that  morbid 
romance  often  peculiar  to  those  for  whom  Fate  smiles 
the  most,  mused  over  the  ideal  image  of  the  one  she 
could  love — "  in  maiden  meditation  not  fancy  free  I" 


CHAPTER  IV. 

"  In  mea  vesanas  habui  dispendia  vires 
Et  valui  psenas  fortis  in  ipsa  meas." 

Ovid. 

"  Then  might  my  breast  be  read  within, 
A  thousand  volumes  would  be  written  there." 

Eakl  of  Sterling. 

Ernest  Maltravers  was  at  the  height  of  his  reputa- 
tion :  the  work  which  he  had  deemed  the  crisis  that 
was  to  make  or  mar  him  was  the  most  brilliantly  suc- 
cessful of  all  he  had  yet  committed  to  the  public.  Cer- 
tainly, chance  did  as  much  for  it  as  merit,  as  is  usually 
the  case  with  works  that  become  instantaneously  pop- 
ular. We  may  hammer  away  at  the  casket  with  strong 
arm  and  good  purpose,  and  all  in  vain,  when  some 
morning  a  careless  stroke  hits  the  right  nail  on  the 
head,  and  we  secure  the  treasure. 

It  was  at  this  time,  when  in  the  prime  of  youth — rich, 
courted,  respected,  run  after — that  Ernest  Maltraver.s 
fell  seriously  ill.  It  was  no  active  or  visible  disease, 
but  a  general  irritability  of  the  nerves,  and  a  languid 
sinking  of  the  whole  frame.  His  labours  began,  per- 
haps, to  tell  against  him.  In  earlier  life  he  had  been 
active  as  a  hunter  of  the  chamois,  and  the  hardy  exer- 
cise of  his  frame  counteracted  the  effects  of  a  restless 
and  ardent  mind.  The  change  from  an  athletic  to  a 
sedentary  habit  of  life — the  wear  and  tear  of  the  brain 
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— the  absorbing  passion  for  knowledge  which  day  and 
night  kept  all  his  faculties  in  a  stretch,  made  strange 
havoc  in  a  constitution  naturally  strong.  The  poor 
author!  how  few  persons  understand,  and  forbear  with, 
and  pity  him!  He  sells  his  health  and  youth  to  a  rug- 
ged taskmaster.  And,  oh  blind  and  selfish  world,  you 
expect  him  to  be  as  free  of  manner,  and  as  pleasant  of 
cheer,  and  as  equal  of  mood,  as  if  he  were  passing  the 
most  agreeable  and  healthful  existence  that  pleasure 
could  afford  to  smooth  the  wrinkles  of  the  mind,  or 
medicine  invent  to  regulate  the  nerves  of  the  body! 
But  there  was,  besides  all  this,  another  cause  that  op- 
erated against  the  successful  man !  His  heart  was  too 
solitary.  He  lived  without  the  sweet  household  ties — ■ 
the  connexions  and  amities  he  formed  excited  for  a 
moment,  but  possessed  no  charm  to  comfort  or  ta 
sooth.  Cleveland  resided  so  much  in  the  country, 
and  was  of  so  much  calmer  a  temperament,  and  so 
much  more  advanced  in  age,  that,  with  all  the  friend- 
ship that  subsisted  between  them,  there  was  none  of 
that  daily  and  familiar  interchange  of  confidence  which 
afl'ectionate  natures  demand,  as  the  very  food  of  life. 
Of  his  brother  (as  the  reader  will  conjecture  from  never 
having  been  formally  presented  to  him)  Ernest  saw  but 
little.  Colonel  Maltravers,  one  of  the  gayest  and  hand- 
somest men  of  his  time,  married  to  a  fine  lady,  lived 
principally  at  Paris,  except  when,  for  a  few  weeks  in 
the  shooting  season,  he  filled  his  country  house  with 
companions  who  had  nothing  in  common  with  Ernest : 
the  brothers  corresponded  regularly  every  quarter,  and 
saw  each  other  once  a  year — this  was  all  their  inter- 
course. Ernest  Maltravers  stood  in  the  world  alone, 
with  that  cold  but  anxious  spectre — Reputation. 

It  was  late  at  night.  Before  a  table  covered  with  the 
monuments  of  erudition  and  thought  sat  a  young  man, 
with  a  pale  and  worn  countenance.  The  clock  in  the 
room  told  with  a  fretting  distinctness  every  moment 
that  lessened  the  journey  to  the  grave.  There  was  an 
anxious  and  expectant  expression  on  the  face  of  the 
student,  and  from  time  to  time  he  glanced  to  the  clock 
and  muttered  to  himself.  Was  it  a  letter  from  some 
adored  mistress,  the  soothing  flattery  from  some  mighty 
arbiter  of  arts  and  letters,  that  the  young  man  eagerly 
awaited  1  No  ;  the  aspirer  was  forgotten  in  the  valetu- 
dinarian.    Ernest  Maltravers  was  waiting  the  visit  of 
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his  physician,  whom  at  that  late  hour  a  sudden  thought 
had  induced  him  to  summon  from  his  rest.  At  length 
the  well-known  knock  was  heard,  and  in  a  few  moments 
the  physician  entered.  He  was  one  well  versed  in  the 
peculiar  pathology'  of  bookmen,  and  kindly  as  well  as 
skilful. 

"  My  dear  Mr.  Maltravers,  what  is  this  T  How  are 
we  ■?  Not  seriously  ill,  I  hope — no  relapse — pulse  low 
and  irregular,  I  see,  but  no  fever.     You  are  nervous." 

"  Doctor,"  said  the  student,  "  I  did  not  send  for  you 
at  this  time  of  night  from  the  idle  fear  or  fretful  caprice 
of  an  invalid ;  but  when  I  saw  you  this  morning,  you 
dropped  some  hints  which  have  haunted  me  ever  since. 
Much  that  it  befits  the  conscience  and  the  soul  to  attend 
to  without  loss  of  time,  depends  upon  my  full  knowledge 
of  my  real  state.  If  I  understand  you  rightly,  I  may 
have  but  a  short  time  to  live — is  it  so  V 

"  Indeed,"  said  the   doctor,  turning   away   his  face, 
"  you  have  exaggerated  my  meaning.     I    did  not  say 
that  you  were  in  what  we  technically  call  danger." 
"Am  I,  then,  likely  to  be  a  long-lived  man  V 
The  doctor  coughed.     "  That  is  uncertain,  my  dear 
young  friend,"  said  lie,  after  a  pause. 

"  Be  plain  with  me.  The  plans  of  life  must  be  based 
upon  such  calculations  as  we  can  reasonably  form  of 
its  probable  duration.  Do  not  fancy  that  1  am  weak 
enough  or  coward  enough  to  shrink  from  any  abyss 
which  I  have  approached  unconsciously  ;  I  desire,  I  ab- 
jure, nay,  I  command  you  to  be  explicit." 

There  was  an  earnest  and  solemn  dignity  in  his  pa- 
tient's voice  and  manner  which  deeply  touched  and 
impressed  the  good  physician. 

"  I  will  answer  you  frankly,"  said  he ;  "  you  over- 
work the  nerves  and  the  brain  ;  if  you  do  not  relax,  you 
will  subject  yourself  to  confirmed  disease  and  prema- 
ture death.  For  several  months — perhaps  for  years  to 
come — you  should  wholly  cease  from  literary  labour. 
Is  this  a  hard  sentence  ?  You  are  rich  and  young — 
enjoy  yourself  while  you  can." 

Maltravers  appeared  satisfied — changed  the  conversa- 
tion— talked  easily  on  other  matters  for  a  few  minutes  • 
nor  was  it  till  he  had  dismissed  his.  physician  that  '    ' 
broke  forth  with  the  thoughts  that  were  burning  in  hi. 

"  Oh !"  cried   he  aloud,  as   he  rose  and  paced   the 
room  with  rapid  strides  ;  "  now,  when  I  see  before  me 
Vol.  U.—E 
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the  broad  and  luminous  path,  am  I  to  be  condemned  to 
halt  and  turn  aside  ?  A  vast  empire  rises  on  my  view, 
greater  than  that  of  Caesars  and  conquerors — an  empire 
durable  and  universal  in  the  souls  of  men,  that  time  it- 
self cannot  overthrow  ;  and  death  marches  with  me, 
side  by  side,  and  the  skeleton  hand  waves  me  back  to 
the  nothingness  of  common  men." 

He  paused  at  the  casement — he  threw  it  open,  and 
leaned  forth  and  gasped  for  air.  Heaven  was  serene 
and  still,  as  morning  came  coldly  forth  among  the  wa- 
ning stars  ;  and  the  haunts  of  men,  in  their  thoroughfare 
of  idleness  and  of  pleasure,  were  desolate  and  void. 
Nothing,  save  nature,  was  awake. 

"  And  if,  oh  stars !"  murmured  Maltravers,  from  the 
depth  of  his  excited  heart ;  "  if  I  had  been  insensible  to 
your  solemn  beauty — if  the  heaven  and  the  earth  had 
been  to  me  but  as  air  and  clay — if  I  were  one  of  a  dull 
and  dim-eyed  herd — I  might  live  on,  and  drop  into  the 
grave  from  the  ripeness  of  unprofitable  years.  It  is 
because  I  yearn  for  the  great  objects  of  an  immortal  be- 
ing that  life  shrinks  and  shrivels  up  like  a  scroll. 
Away ;  I  will  not  listen  to  these  human  and  material 
monitors,  and  consider  hfe  as  a  thing  greater  than  the 
things  that  I  would  live  for.  I\Iy  choice  is  made  ;  glory 
is  more  persuasive  than  the  grave." 

He  turned  impatiently  from  the  casement — his  eyes 
flashed — his  chest  heaved — he  trod  the  chamber  with  a 
monarch's  air.  All  the  calculations  of  prudence,  all  the 
tame  and  methodical  reasonings  with  which,  from  time 
to  time,  he  had  sought  to  sober  down  the  impetuous 
man  into  the  calm  machine,  faded  away  before  the 
burst  of  awful  and  commanding  passions  that  swept  over 
his  soul.  Tell  a  man,  in  the  full  tide  of  his  triumphs, 
that  he  bears  death  within  him ;  and  what  crisis  of 
thought  can  be  more  startling  and  more  terrible  ! 

Maltravers  had,  as  we  have  seen,  cared  little  for  fame 
till  fame  had  been  brought  within  his  reach;  then,  with 
every  step  he  took,  new  Alps  had  arisen.  Each  new 
conjecture  brought  to  light  a  new  truth,  that  demanded 
enforcement  or  defence.  Rivalry  and  competition 
chafed  his  blood,  and  kept  his  faculties  at  their  full 
'.  speed.  He  had  the  generous  racehorse  spirit  of  emu- 
lation :  ever  in  action,  ever  in  progress,  cheered  on 
by  the  sarcasms  of  foes  even  more  than  by  the  applause 
of  friends,  the  desire  of  glory  had  become  the  habit  of 


THE  KNIFE  CUTS  THE  SCABBARD.      51 

existence.  When  we  have  commenced  a  career,  what 
stop  is  there  till  the  grave  ]  Where  is  the  definite  bar- 
rier of  that  ambition,  which,  like  the  eastern  bird,  seems 
ever  on  the  wing,  and  never  rests  upon  the  earth  ? 
Our  names  are  not  settled  till  our  death  ;  the  ghosts  of 
what  we  have  done  are  made  our  haunting  monitors — 
our  scourging  avengers — if  ever  we  cease  to  do,  or  fall 
short  of  the  younger  past.  Repose  is  oblivion ;  to 
pause  is  to  unravel  all  the  web  that  we  have  woven — 
until  the  tomb  closes  over  us,  and  men,  just  when  it 
is  too  late,  strike  the  fair  balance  between  ourselves 
and  our  rivals  ;  and  we  are  measured,  not  by  the  least, 
but  by  the  greatest  triumphs  we  have  achieved.  Oh, 
what  a  crushing  sense  of  impotence  comes  over  us 
when  we  feel  our  frame  cannot  support  our  mind — 
when  the  hand  can  no  longer  execute  what  the  soul, 
actively  as  ever,  conceives  and  desires !  The  quick 
life  tied  to  the  dead  form — the  ideas  fresh  as  immortal- 
ity, gushing  forth  rich  and  golden,  and  the  broken 
nerves,  and  the  aching  frame,  and  the  weary  eyes  ! 
The  spirit  athirst  for  liberty  and  heaven — and  the  dam- 
ning, choking  consciousness  that  we  are  walled  up  and 
prisoned  in  a  dungeon  that  must  be  our  burial-place ! 
Talk  not  of  freedom — there  is  no  such  thing  as  freedom 
to  a  man  whose  body  is  the  jail,  whose  infirmities  are 
the  racks  of  his  genius  ! 

Maltravers  paused  at  last,  and  threw  himself  on  his 
sofa,  wearied  and  exhausted.  Involuntarily,  and  as  a 
half-unconscious  means  of  escaping  from  his  conflicting 
and  profitless  emotions,  he  turned  to  several  letters 
which  had  for  hours  lain  unopened  on  his  table.  Every 
one  the  seal  of  which  he  broke  seemed  to  mock  his 
state — every  one  seemed  to  attest  the  felicity  of  his 
fortunes.  Some  bespoke  the  admiring  sympathy  of  the 
highest  and  wisest — one  offered  him  a  brilliant  opening 
into  public  life — another  (it  was  from  Cleveland)  was 
fraught  with  all  the  proud  and  rapturous  approbation  of 
a  prophet  whose  auguries  are  at  last  fulfilled.  At  that 
letter  Maltravers  sighed  deeply,  and  paused  before  he 
turned  to  the  others.  The  last  he  opened  was  in  an 
unknown  hand,  nor  was  any  name  affixed  to  it.  Like 
all  writers  of  some  note,  Maltravers  was  in  the  habit  of 
receiving  anonymous  letters  of  praise,  censure,  warn- 
ing, and  exhortation — especially  from  young  ladies  at 
boarding-schools ,  and  old  ladies  in   the   country ;   but 
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there  was  that  in  the  first  sentences  of  the  letter,  which 
he  now  opened  with  a  careless  hand,  that  riveted  his 
attention.  It  was  a  small  and  beautiful  handwriting, 
yet  the  letters  were  more  clear  and  bold  than  they  usu- 
ally are  in  feminine  calligraphy. 

"  Ernest  Maltravers,"  began  this  singular  effusion, 
"have  you  weighed  yourself?  Are  you  aware  of  your 
capacities  1  Do  you  feel  that  for  you  there  may  be  a 
more  dazzling  reputation  than  that  which  appears  to 
content  you  ?  You,  who  seem  to  penetrate  into  the 
subtilest  windings  of  the  human  heart,  and  to  have  ex- 
amined nature  as  through  a  glass  ;  you,  whose  thoughts 
stand  forth  like  armies  marshalled  in  defence  of  truth, 
bold  and  dauntless,  and  without  a  stain  upon  their  glit- 
tering armour ;  are  you,  at  your  age  and  with  your  ad- 
vantages, to  bury  yourself  amid  books  and  scrolls  ? 
Do  you  forget  that  action  is  the  grand  career  for  men 
who  think  as  j'ou  do  1  Will  this  word-weighing  and 
picture-writing — the  cold  eulogies  of  pedants — the  list- 
less praises  of  literary  idlers,  content  all  the  yearnings 
of  jom  ambition  1  You  were  not  made  solely  for  the 
closet ;  '  The  Dreams  of  Pindus  and  the  Aonian  Maids' 
cannot  endure  through  the  noon  of  manhood.  You  are 
too  practical  for  the  mere  poet,  and  too  poetical  to  sink 
into  the  dull  tenour  of  a  learned  life.  I  have  never 
seen  you,  yet  I  know  you — I  read  your  spirit  in  your 
page ;  that  aspiration  for  something  better  and  greater 
than  the  great  and  the  good,  which  colours  all  your 
passionate  revelations  of  yourself  and  others,  caimot  be 
satisfied  merely  by  ideal  images.  You  cannot  be  con- 
tented, as  poets  and  historians  mostly  are,  by  becoming 
great  only  from  delineating  great  men,  or  imagining 
great  events,  or  describing  a  great  era.  Is  it  not  wor- 
thier of  you  to  be  what  you  fancy  or  relate  ]  Awake, 
Maltravers,  awake !  Look  into  your  own  heart,  and 
feel  your  proper  destinies.  And  who  am  I  that  thus 
address  you  1  A  woman  whose  soul  is  filled  with  you — 
a  woman  in  whom  j^our  eloquence  has  awakened,  amid 
frivolous  and  vain  circles,  the  sense  of  a  new  existence 
— a  woman  who  would  make  you  yourself  the  imbod- 
ied  ideal  of  your  own  thoughts  and  dream?,  and  who 
would  ask  from  earth  no  other  lot  than  that  of  follow- 
ing you  on  the  road  of  fame  with  the  eyes  of  her 
heart.  Mistake  me  not ;  I  repeat  that  I  have  never 
seen  you,  nor  do  I  wish  it ;  you  might  be  other  than  I 
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imagine,  and  I  should  lose  an  idol  and  be  left  without 
a  worship.  I  am  a  kind  of  visionary  Rosicrucian :  it  is 
a  spirit  that  I  adore,  and  not  a  being  like  myself  You 
imagine,  perhaps,  that  I  have  some  purpose  to  serve  in 
this — I  have  no  object  in  administering  to  your  vanity  ; 
and,  if  I  judge  you  rightly,  this  letter  is  one  that  might 
make  you  vain  without  a  blush.  Oh,  the  admiration 
that  does  not  spring  from  holy  and  profound  sources  of 
emotion — how  it  saddens  us  or  disgusts  !  I  have  had 
my  share  of  vulgar  homage,  and  it  only  makes  me  feel 
doubly  alone.  I  am  richer  than  you  are — I  have  youth 
— I  have  what  they  call — beauty.  And  neither  riches, 
youth,  nor  beauty  ever  gave  me  the  silent  and  deep 
happiness  I  experience  when  I  think  of  you.  This  is  a 
worship  that  might,  I  repeat,  well  make  even  you  vain. 
Think  of  these  wordsf  I  implore  you.  Be  worthy,  not 
of  my  thoughts,  but  of  the  shape  in  which  they  repre- 
sent you ;  and  every  ray  of  glory  that  surrounds  you 
will  brigl^ten  my  own  way,  and  inspire  me  with  a  kin- 
dred emulation.  Farewell.  I  may  write  to  you  again, 
but  you  will  never  discover  me ;  and  in  life  1  pray  that 
we  may  never  meet !" 


CHAPTER  V. 

"  Our  list  of  nobles  next  let  Amri  grace." 

f  Absalom  and  Achitophel. 

"  Sine  me  vaciyum  tempus  ne  quod  dem  mihi 
Laboris." 

Ter. 

"  I  can't  think,"  said  one  of  a  group  of  young  men, 
loitering  by  the  steps  of  a  clubhouse  in  St.  Jame-s's- 
street — "  I  can't  think  what  has  chanced  to  Maltravers. 
Do  you  observe  (as  he  walks — there — the  other  side  of 
the  way)  how  much  he  is  altered?  He  stoops  like  an 
old  man,  and  hardly  ever  lifts  his  eyes  from  the  ground. 
He  certainly  seems  sick  and  sad !" 

"  Writing  books,  I  suppose." 

"  Or  privately  married." 

"  Or  growing  too  rich — rich  men  are  always  unhappy 
beings  " 

E2 
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"  Ha,  Ferrers,  how  arc  your' 
"  So,  so  !     What's  the  news  ]"  replied  Lumley. 
"  Rattler  pays  forfeit." 
"  Oh  !  but  in  politics  ?" 
"  Hung  politics  ;  are  you  turned  politician  ?" 
"  7Vt  my  age,  what  else  is  there  left  to  do  V' 
"  I  thought  so  by  your  hat ;  all  politicians  sport  odd- 
looking  hats ;    it  is  very  remarkable,  but   that  is  the 
great  symptom  of  the  disease." 

"  My  hat — is   it  odd  V    said  Ferrers,  taking  off  the 
commodity  in  question,  and  seriously  regarding  it. 
"  Why,  who  ever  saw  such  a  brim  ]" 
"  Glad  you  think  so." 
"  Why,  Ferrers  ]" 

"  Because  it  is  a  prudent  policy  in  this  counj.ry  to 
surrender  something  tririing  up%)  ridicule.  If  people 
can  abuse  your  hat,  or  your  carriage,  or  the  shape  of 
your  nose,  or  a  wart  on  your  chin,  they  let  slip  a  thou- 
sand more  important  matters.  'Tis  the  wisdom  of  the 
camel-driver,  who  gives  up  his  gown  for  the  tamel  to 
trample  on,  that  he  may  escape  himself." 

"  How  droll  you  are,  Ferrers !  Well,  I  shall  turn  in 
and  read  the  papers ;  and  you — " 

"  Shall  pay  my  visits  and  rejoice  in  my  hat !" 
"  Au  revoir :  by-the-by,  your  friend,  Maltravers,  has 
just  passed,  looking  thoughtful,  and  talking  to  himself! 
What's  the  matter  with  him  ?" 

"  Lamenting,  perhaps,  that  he  too  does  not  wear  an 
odd  hat,  for  gentlemen  like  you  to  laugh  at,  and  leave 
the  rest  of  him  in  peace.     Good-day." 

On  went  Ferrers,  and  soon  found  himself  in  the  mall 
of  the  park.     Here  he  was  joined  by  Mr.  Templeton. 

•'Well,  Lumley,"  said  the  latter  (and  it  may  be  here 
remarked  that  Mr.  Templeton  now  exhibited  towards 
his  nephew  a  greater  respect  of  manner  and  tone  than 
he  had  thought  it  necessary  to  observe  before) — "  well, 
Lumley,  and  have  you  seen  Lord  Saxingham  ■?" 
*'  I  have,  sir ;  and  I  regret  to  say — " 
"  I  thought  so — I  thought  it,"  interrupted  Templeton ; 
"  no  gratitude  in  public  men — no  wish  in  high  places  to 
honour  virtue !" 

"  Pardon  me.  Lord  Saxingham  declares  that  he  should 
be  delighted  to  forward  your  views ;  that  no  man  more 
deserves  a  peerage  ;  but  that — " 
"  Oh  yes ;  always  '  buts ."  " 
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"  But  that  there  are  so  many  claimants  at  present 
whom  it  is  impossible  to  satisfy  ;  and — and — but  I  feel 
I  ought  not  to  go  on." 

"  Proceed,  sir,  I  beg." 

"  Why,  then,  Lord  Saxingham  is  (I  must  be  frank)  a 
man  who  has  a  great  regard  for  his  own  family.  Your 
marriage  (a  source,  my  dear  uncle,  of  the  greatest  grat- 
ification to  me)  cuts  off  the  probable  chance  of  your 
fortune  and  title,  if  you  acquire  the  latter,  descerding 
to—" 

"  Yourself  !"  put  in  Templeton,  dryly.  "  Your  rela- 
tion seems,  for  the  first  time,  to  have  discovered  how 
dear  your  interests  are  to  him." 

"  For  me  individually,  sir,  my  relation  does  not  care 
a  rush;  but  he  cares  a  great  deal  for  any  member  of  his 
house  being  rich  and  in  high  station.  It  increases  the 
range  and  credit  of  his  connexions ;  and  Lord  Saxing- 
ham is  a  man  whom  connexions  help  to  keep  great.  To 
be  plain  with  you,  he  will  not  stir  in  this  business,  be- 
cause he  does  not  see  how  his  kinsman  is  to  be  benefit- 
ed or  his  house  strengthened." 

"  Public  virtue  !"  exclaimed  Templeton. 

"  Virtue,  my  dear  uncle,  is  a  female  ;  as  long  as  she 
is  private  property  she  is  excellent ;  but  Public  Virtue, 
like  any  other  public  lady,  is  a  common  prostitute." 

"  Pshaw !"  grunted  Templeton,  who  was  too  much 
out  of  humour  to  read  his  nephew  the  lecture  he  might 
otherwise  have  done  upon  the  impropriety  of  his  simile  ; 
for  Mr.  Templeton  was  one  of  those  men  who  hold  it 
vicious  to  talk  of  vice  as  existing  in  the  world ;  he  was 
very  much  shocked  to  hear  anything  called  by  its  proper 
i!ame. 

"  Has  not  Mrs.  Templeton  some  connexions  that  may 
be  useful  to  you  V 

"  No,  sir,"  cried  the  uncle,  in  a  voice  of  thunder. 

"  Sorry  to  hear  it — but  we  cannot  expect  all  things  : 
you  have  married  for  love — you  have  a  happy  home, 
a  charming  wife — this  is  better  than  a  title  and  a  fine 
lady." 

"Mr.  Lumley  Ferrers,  you  may  spare  me  your  con- 
solations.    My  wife — " 

"  Loves  you  dearly,  I  dare  say,"  said  the  imperturba- 
ble nephew.  "  She  has  so  much  sentiment — is  so  fond 
of  poetry.  Oh,  yes,  she  must  love  one  who  has  done  so 
much  for  her." 
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"  Done  so  much — what  do  you  mean  V 

"  Why,  with  your  fortune — your  station — your  just 
ambition — you,  who  might  have  married  any  one ;  nay, 
by  remaining  unmarried,  have  concihated  all  my  inter- 
ested, selfish  relations,  hang  them !  you  have  married  a 
lady  without  connexions — and  what  more  could  you  do 
for  her?" 

"  Pooh,  pooh,  you  don't  know  all." 

Here  Templeton  stopped  short,  as  if  about  to  say  too 
much,  and  frowned ;  then,  after  a  pause,  he  resumed — 
"  Lumley,  I  have  married,  it  is  true.  You  may  not  be 
my  heir,  but  I  will  make  it  up  to  you — that  is,  if  you 
deserve  my  afl["ection." 

"  My  dear  unc — " 

"  Don't  interrupt  me,  I  have  projects  for  you.  Let 
our  interests  be  the  same.  The  title  may  yet  descend 
to  you.  I  may  have  no  male  offspring — meanwhile, 
draw  on  me  to  any  reasonable  amount — young  men 
have  expenses — but  be  prudent,  and  if  you  want  to  get 
on  in  the  world,  never  let  the  world  detect  you  in  a 
scrape.     There,  leave  me  now." 

"  My  best,  my  heartfelt  thanks." 

"  Hush — sound  Lord  Saxingham  again ;  I  must  and 
will  have  this  bawble — I  have  set  my  heart  on  it."  So 
saying,  Templeton  waved  away  his  nephew,  and  mu- 
singly pursued  his  path  towards  Hyde  Park  Corner, 
where  his  carriage  awaited  him.  As  soon  as  he  entered 
his  demesnes,  he  saw  his  wife's  daughter  running  across 
the  lawn  to  greet  him.  His  heart  softened  ;  he  checked 
the  carriage  and  descended  ;  he  caressed  her,  he  played 
with  her,  he  laughed  as  she  laughed.  No  parent  could 
be  more  fond. 

"  Lumley  Ferrers  has  talent  to  do  me  honour,"  said 
he,  anxiously ;  "  but  his  principles  seem  unstable.  How- 
ever, surely  that  open  manner  is  the  sign  of  a  good 
heart !" 

Meanwhile,  Ferrers,  in  high  spirits,  took  his  Avay  to 
Ernest's  house.  His  friend  was  not  at  home,  but  Fer- 
rers never  wanted  a  host's  presence  to  be  at  home  him- 
self. Books  were  round  him  in  abundance,  but  Ferrers 
was  not  one  of  those  Avho  read  for  amusement.  He 
threw  himself  into  an  easy  chair,  and  began  weaving 
new  meshes  of  ambition  and  intrigue.  At  length  the 
door  opened,  and  Maltravers  entered. 

"  Why,  Ernest,  how  ill  you  are  looking  !" 
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"  I  have  not  been  well,  but  I  am  now  recovering.  As 
physicians  recommend  change  of  air  to  ordinary  patients, 
so  I  am  about  to  try  change  of  habit.  Active  I  must 
be — action  is  the  condition  of  my  being ;  but  I  must  have 
done  with  books  for  the  present.  You  see  me  in  a  new 
character." 

"Howl" 

"  That  of  a  public  man — I  have  entered  parliament." 

"  You  astonish  me !  I  have  read  the  papers  this 
morning.  I  see  not  even  a  vacancy,  much  less  an  elec- 
tion." 

"  It  is  all  managed  by  the  lawyer  and  the  banker.  In 
other  words,  my  seat  is  a  close  borough." 

"  No  bore  of  constituents.  I  congratulate  you,  and 
envy.     I  wish  I  wete  in  parliament  myself." 

"  You !  I  never  fancied  you  bitten  by  the  political 
mania." 

"  Political — no  !  But  it  is  the  most  respectable  way, 
with  luck,  of  living  on  the  public.  Better  than  swind- 
ling." 

"  A  candid  way  of  viewing  the  question.  But  I 
thought  at  one  time  you  were  half  a  Benthamite,  and 
that  your  motto  was,  'The  greatest  happiness  of  the 
greatest  number.'  " 

"  The  greatest  number  to  me  is  number  one.  I  agree 
with  the  Pythagoreans — unity  is  the  perfect  principle 
of  creation !  Seriously,  how  can  you  mistake  the 
principles  of  opinion  for  the  principles  of  conduct  ■?  I 
am  a  Benthamite,  a  benevolist,  as  a  logician ;  but,  the 
moment  I  leave  the  closet  for  the  world,  I  lay  aside 
speculation  for  others,  and  act  for  myself." 

"  You  are  at  least  more  frank  than  prudent  in  these 
confessions." 

"  There  you  are  wrong.  It  is  by  affecting  to  be  worse 
than  we  are  that  we  become  popular — and  we  get 
credit  for  being  both  honest  and  practical  fellows.  My 
uncle's  mistake  is  to  be  a  hypocrite  in  words  :  it  rarely 
answers.  Be  frank  in  words,  and  nobody  will  suspect 
hypocrisy  in  your  designs." 

Maltravers  gazed  hard  at  Ferrers  ;  something  revolted 
and  displeased  his  high-wrought  platonism  in  the  easy- 
wisdom  of  his  old  friend.  But  he  felt,  almost  for  the 
first  time,  that  Ferrers  was  a  man  to  get  on  in  the  world, 
and  he  sighed — I  hope  it  was  for  the  world's  sake ! 

After  a  short  conversation  on  indifferent  matters. 
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Cleveland  was  announced ;  and  Ferrers,  who  could 
make  nothing  out  of  Cleveland,  soon  withdrew.  Ferrers 
was  now  becoming  an  economist  in  his  time. 

"  My  dear  Maltravers,"  said  Cleveland  when  they 
were  alone,  "  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you ;  for,  in  the  first 
place,  I  rejoice  to  find  you  are  extending  your  career 
of  usefulness." 

"  Usefulness — ah,  let  me  think  so  !  Life  is  so  uncer- 
tain and  so  short,  that  we  cannot  too  soon  bring  the 
little  it  can  yield  into  the  great  commonwealth  of  the 
beautiful  or  the  honest ;  and  both  belong  to  and  make 
up  the  useful.  But  in  politics,  and  in  a  highly  artificial 
state,  what  doubts  beset  us  !  what  darkness  surrounds  ! 
If  we  connive  at  abuses,  we  juggle  with  our  own  reason 
and  integrity ;  if  we  attack  them,  how  much,  how  fa- 
tally we  may  derange  that  solemn  and  conventional  or- 
der which  is  the  mainspring  of  the  vast  machine  !  How 
little,  too,  can  one  man,  whose  talents  may  not  be  in  that 
coarse  road — in  that  mephitic  atmosphere,  be  enabled 
to  efl'ect!" 

"  He  may  effect  a  vast  deal  even  without  eloquence 
or  labour ;  he  may  effect  a  vast  deal  if  he  can  set  one 
example,  amid  a  crowd  of  selfish  aspirants  and  heated 
fanatics,  of  an  honest  and  dispassionate  man.  He  may 
effect  more  if  he  may  serve  among  the  representatives 
of  that  hitherto  unrepresented  thing — Literature ;  if  he 
redeem,  by  an  ambition  above  place  and  emolument, 
the  character  for  subservience  that  court-poets  have 
obtained  for  letters ;  if  he  may  prove  that  speculative 
knowledge  is  not  disjoined  from  the  practical  world, 
and  maintain  the  dignity  of  disinterestedness  that 
should  belong  to  learning.  But  the  end  of  a  scientific 
morality  is  not  to  serve  others  only,  but  also  to  perfect 
and  accomplish  our  individual  selves ;  our  own  souls 
are  a  solemn  trust  to  our  own  lives.  You  are  about  to 
add  to  your  experience  of  human  motives  and  active 
men ;  and  whatever  additional  wisdom  you  acquire 
will  become  equally  evident  and  equally  useful,  no 
matter  whether  it  be  communicated  through  action  or 
in  books.  Enough  of  this,  my  dear  Ernest.  I  have 
come  to  dine  with  you,  and  make  you  accompany  me 
to-night  to  a  house  where  you  will  be  welcome,  and  I 
think  interested.  Nay,  no  excuses.  I  have  promised 
Lord  Latimer  that  he  shall  make  your  acquaintance, 
and  he  is  one  of  the  most  eminent  men  with  whom  po- 
litical life  will  connect  you  " 
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And  to  this  change  of  habits,  from  the  closet  to  the 
senate,  had  Maltravers  been  induced  by  a  state  of  health 
which,  with  most  men,  would  have  been  an  excuse  for 
indolence  :  indolent  he  could  not  be.  He  had  truly  said 
to  Ferrers,  that  "  action  was  the  condition  of  his  being." 
If  THOUGHT,  with  its  fcver  and  aching  tension,  had  been 
too  severe  a  taskmaster  on  the  nerves  and  brain,  the 
coarse  and  homely  pursuit  of  practical  politics  would 
leave  the  imagination  and  intellect  to  repose,  while  it 
would  excite  the  hardier  qualities  and  gifts,  which  an- 
imate without  exhausting.  So  at  least  hoped  Mal- 
travers. He  remembered  the  profound  saying  in  one 
of  his  favourite  German  authors,  "  that,  to  keep  the 
mind  and  body  in  perfect  health,  it  is  necessary  to  mix 
habitually  and  betimes  in  the  common  affairs  of  men." 
And  the  anonymous  correspondent  ?  Had  her  exhorta- 
tions any  influence  on  his  decision  1  I  know  not.  But 
when  Cleveland  left  him,  Maltravers  unlocked  his  desk, 
and  reperused  the  last  letter  he  had  received  from  the 
Unknown.  The  last  letter — yes,  those  epistles  had  now 
become  frequent. 
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"  Le  brilliant  de  votre  esprit  donne  un  si  grand  eclat  a  votre  teir.t 
et  a  vos  yeux,  que  quoiquil  semble  que  I'esprit  ne  doit  toucher  que 
les  oreilles,  il  est  pourtant  certain  que  la  votre  eblouit  les  yeux."— 
Lettres  de  Madame  de  Sevigne. 

At  Lord  Latimer's  house  were  assembled  some  hun- 
dreds of  those  persons  who  are  rarely  found  together 
in  London  society  ;  for  business,  politics,  and  literature 
draught  off  the  most  eminent  men,  and  usually  leave  to 
houses  that  receive  the  world  little  better  than  indolent 
rank  or  ostentatious  wealth.  Even  the  young  men  of 
pleasure  turn  up  their  noses  at  parties  nowadays,  and 
find  society  a  bore.  But  there  are  some  dozen  or  two  of 
houses,  the  owners  of  which  are  both  apart  from  and 
above  the  fashion,  in  which  a  foreigner  may  see,  col- 
lected under  the  same  roof,  many  of  the  most  remarka- 
ble men  of  busy,  thoughtfid,  majestic  England.  Lord 
Latimer  himself  had  been  a  cabinet  minister.    He  ro- 
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tired  from  public  life  on  pretence  of  ill  health ;  but,  in 
reality,  because  its  anxious  bustle  was  not  congenial  to 
a  gentle  and  accomplished,  but  somewhat  feeble  mind. 
With  a  high  reputation  and  an  excellent  cook,  he  en- 
joyed a  great  popularity  both  with  his  own  party  and 
the  world  in  general ;  and  he  was  the  centre  of  a  small 
but  distinguished  circle  of  acquaintances,  who  drank 
Latimer's  wine,  and  quoted  Latimer's  sayings,  and  liked 
Latimer  much  better,  because,  not  being  author  or  min- 
ister, he  was  not  in  their  way. 

Lord  Latimer  received  Maltravers  with  marked  cour- 
tesy, and  even  deference,  and  invited  him  to  join  his 
own  whist-table,  which  was  one  of  the  highest  compli- 
ments his  lordship  could  pay  to  his  intellect.  But  when 
his  guest  refused  the  proffered  honour,  the  earl  turned 
him  over  to  the  countess,  as  having  become  the  prop- 
erty of  the  womankind,  and  was  soon  immersed  in  his 
aspirations  for  the  odd  trick. 

While  Maltravers  was  conversing  with  Lady  Latimer, 
he  happened  to  raise  his  eyes,  and  saw  opposite  to  him 
a  young  lady  of  such  remarkable  beauty,  that  he  could 
scarcely  refram  from  an  admiring  exclamation.  "  And 
who,"  he  asked,  recovering  himself,  "is  that  ladyl  It 
is  strange  that  even  I,  who  go  so  little  into  the  world, 
should  be  compelled  to  inquire  the  name  of  one  whose 
beauty  must  already  have  made  her  celebrated." 

"  Oh,  Lady  Florence  Lascelles — she  came  out  last 
year.  She  is  indeed  most  brilliant,  yet  more  so  in  mind 
and  accomplishments  than  face.  I  must  be  allowed  to 
introduce  you." 

At  this  offer  a  strange  shyness,  and,  as  it  were,  re- 
luctant distrust,  seized  Maltravers — a  kind  of  presenti- 
ment of  danger  and  evil.  He  drew  back,  and  would  have 
made  some  excuse,  but  Lady  Latimer  did  not  heed  his 
embarrassment,  and  was  already  by  the  side  of  Lady 
Florence  Lascelles.  A  moment  more,  and  beckoning 
to  Maltravers,  the  countess  presented  him  to  the  lady. 
As  he  bowed  and  seated  himself  beside  his  new  ac- 
quaintance, he  could  not  but  observe  that  her  cheeks 
were  suffused  with  the  most  lively  blushes,  and  that 
she  received  him  with  a  confusion  not  common,  even 
in  ladies  just  brought  out  and  just  introduced  to  "  a  lion." 
He  was  rather  puzzled  than  flattered  by  these  tokens 
of  an  embarrassment  somewhat  akin  to  his  own ;  and 
the  first  few  sentences  of  their  conversation  passed  off 
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with  a  certain  awkwardness  and  reserve.  At  this  mo- 
ment, to  the  surprise,  perhaps  to  the  relief  of  Ernest, 
they  were  joined  by  Luniley  Ferrers. 

"  Ah,  Lady  Florence,  I  kiss  your  hands — I  am  charmed 
to  find  you  acquainted  with  my  friend  Maltravers." 

"  And  Mr.  Ferrers,  what  makes  him  so  late  to-night?" 
asked  the  fair  Florence,  with  a  sudden  ease  which 
rather  startled  Maltravers. 

"A  dull  dinner,  voild  tout! — I  have  no  other  excuse." 
And  Ferrers,  shding  into  a  vacant  chair  on  the  other 
side  of  Lady  Florence,  conversed  volubly  and  unceas- 
ingly, as  if  seeking  to  monopolize  her  attention. 

Ernest  had  not  been  so  much  captivated  with  the 
manner  of  Florence  as  he  had  been  struck  with  her 
beauty  ;  and  now,  seeing  her  apparently  engaged  with 
another,  he  rose  and  quietly  moved  away.  He  was 
soon  one  of  a  knot  of  men  who  were  conversing  on  the 
absorbing  topics  of  the  day  ;  and  as,  by  degrees,  the  ex- 
citing subject  brought  out  his  natural  eloquence  and 
masculine  sense,  the  talkers  became  listeners,  the  knot 
widened  into  a  circle,  and  he  himself  was  unconsciously 
the  object  of  general  attention  and  respect. 

"  And  what  think  you  of  Mr.  Maltravers  V  asked 
Ferrers,  carelessly ;  "  does  he  keep  up  your  expecta- 
tions?" 

Lady  Florence  had  sunk  into  a  revery,  and  Ferrers 
repeated  his  question. 

"  He  is  younger  than  I  thought  him,  and — and — " 

"  Handsomer,  I  suppose  you  mean." 

"  No !  calmer  and  less  animated." 

"  He  seems  animated  enough  now,"  said  Ferrers ; 
"  but  your  ladylike  conversation  failed  in  striking  the 
Promethean  spark.  '  Lay  that  flattering  unction  to 
your  soul.' " 

"  Ah,  you  are  right ;  he  must  have  thought  me 
very — " 

"  Beautiful,  no  doubt." 

"  Beautiful !  I  hate  the  word,  Lumley.  I  wish  I  were 
not  handsome — I  might  then  get  some  credit  for  my  in- 
tellect." 

"  Humph  I "  said  Ferrers,  significantly. 

"Oh,  you  don't  think  so,  skeptic,"  said  Florence, 
shaking  her  head  with  a  slight  laugh  and  an  altered 
manner. 

"  Does  it  matter  what  /  think  ?"  said  Ferrers,  with  an 
Vol.  IL— F 
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attempted  touch  at  the  sentimental,  "  when  Lord  This 
and  Lord  That,  and  Mr.  So-and-so,  and  Count  What- 
d'ye-call-him,  are  all  making  their  way  to  you,  to  dis- 
possess me  of  my  envied  monopoly." 

While  Ferrers  spoke  several  of  the  scattered  loun- 
gers grouped  around  Florence,  and  the  conversation,  of 
which  she  was  the  cynosure,  became  animated  and  gay. 
Oh,  how  brilliant  she  was,  that  peerless  Florence  !  With 
what  petulant  and  sparkling  grace  came  wit  and  wisdom, 
and  even  genius,  from  those  ruby  lips !  Kven  the  as- 
sured Ferrers  felt  his  subtle  intellect  as  dull  and  coarse 
to  hers,  and  shrank  with  a  reluctant  apprehension  from 
the  arrows  of  her  careless  and  prodigal  repartees.  For 
there  was  a  scorn  in  the  nature  of  Florence  Lascelles 
which  made  her  wit  pain  more  frequently  than  it  pleased. 
Educated  even  to  learning,  courageous  even  to  a  want 
of  feminacy,  she  delighted  to  sport  with  ignorance  and 
pretension,  even  in  the  highest  places ;  and  the  laugh 
that  she  excited  was  like  lightning — no  one  could  divine 
where  next  it  might  fall. 

But  Florence,  though  dreaded  and  unloved,  was  yet 
courted,  flattered,  and  the  rage.  For  this  there  were 
two  reasons  ;  first,  she  was  a  coquette,  and,  secondly, 
she  was  an  heiress. 

Thus  the  talkers  in  the  room  were  divided  into  two 
principal  groups,  over  one  of  which  Maltravers  may 
be  said  to  have  presided,  over  the  other  Florence.  A3 
the  former  broke  up  Ernest  was  joined  by  Cleveland. 

"  My  dear  cousin,"  said  Florence,  suddenly  and  in  a 
whisper,  as  she  turned  to  Luinley,  "  your  friend  is 
speaking  of  me — I  see  it.  Go,  I  implore  you,  and  let  me 
know  what  he  says !" 

"The  commission  is  not  flattering,"  said  Ferrers, 
almost  sullenly. 

"  Nay,  a  commission  to  gratify  a  woman's  curiosity 
is  ever  one  of  the  most  flattering  embassies  with  which 
we  can  invest  an  able  negotiator." 

"  Well,  I  must  do  your  bidding,  though  I  disown  the 
favour."  Ferrers  moved  away  and  joined  Cleveland 
and  Maltravers. 

"  She  is  indeed  beautiful— so  perfect  a  contour  I 
never  beheld  ;  she  is  the  only  woman  I  ever  saw  in  whom 
the  aquiline  features  seem  more  classical  than  even 
the  Greek." 
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"  So,  that  is  your  opinion  of  my  fair  cousin,"  cried 
Ferrers ;  "  you  are  caught." 

"  I  wish  he  were,"  said  Cleveland.  "  Ernest  is  now 
old  enough  to  settle,  and  there  is  not  a  more  dazzhng 
prize  in  England — rich,  highborn,  lovely,  and  accom- 
plished." 

"And  what  say  youT"  asked  Lumley,  almost  im- 
patiently, to  Maliravers. 

"  That  I  never  saw  one  whom  I  admire  more  or  could 
love  less,"  replied  Ernest,  as  he  left  the  rooms. 

Ferrers  looked  after  him,  and  muttered  to  himself; 
he  then  rejoined  Florence,  who  presently  rose  to  depart, 
and,  taking  Lumley's  arm,  said,  "  Well,  I  see  my  father 
is  looking  round  for  me,  and  so  for  once  I  will  forestall 
him.  Come,  Lumle)',  let  us  join  him ;  I  know  he  wants 
to  see  you." 

"WellV'said  Florence,  blushing  deeply,  and  almost 
breathless,  as  they  crossed  the  now  half-empty  apart- 
ments. 

"  Well,  my  cousin  V 

"  You  provoke  me ;  well,  then,  what  said  your  friend  1" 

"  That  you  deserved  your  reputation  of  beauty,  but 
that  you  were  not  in  his  style.  Maltravers  is  in  love, 
you  know." 

"  In  love !" 

"  Yes,  a  pretty  Frenchwoman !  quite  romantic ;  an 
attachment  of  some  years'  standing." 

Florence  turned  away  her  face  and  said  no  more. 

"  That's  a  good  fellow,  Lumley,"  said  Lord  Saxing- 
ham;  "Florence  is  never  more  welcome  to  my  eyes 
than  at  half  past  one  o'clock  A.  M.,  when  I  associate 
her  with  thoughts  of  my  natural  rest  and  my  unfortu- 
nate carriage-horses.  By-the-by,  I  wish  you  would  dine 
with  me  next  Saturday." 

"  Saturday :  unfortunately,  I  am  engaged  to  my  un- 
cle." 

"  Oh !  he  has  behaved  handsomely  to  you." 

"  Yes." 

"Mrs.  Templeton  pretty  welH" 

"I  fancy  so."  "*( 

"  As  ladies  wish  to  be,  &c.  1"  whispered  his  lordship 

"  No,  thank  Heaven !" 

"  Well,  if  the  old  man  could  but  make  you  his  heir, 
we  might  think  twice  about  the  title  " 


64         A  statesman's  idea  of  letters. 

♦'  My  dear  lord,  stop !  one  favour — write  me  a  line  to 
hint  that  delicately." 

"  No  I  no  letters  ;  letters  always  get  into  the  papers." 

"  But  cautiously  worded — no  danger  of  publication, 
on  my  honour." 

"I'll  think  of  it— good-night." 
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"  Every  man  should  strive  to  be  as  good  as  possible,  but  not  sup- 
pose himself  to  be  the  only  thing  that  is  good." 
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CHAPTER  I 

"  Deceit  is  the  strong  but  subtile  chain  which  nins  through  all  the 
members  of  a  society,  and  links  them  toeether ;  trick  or  be  tricked  is 
the  alternative :  'tis  the  way  of  the  world,  and  without  it  intercourse 
would  drop." — Aiwnymous  Writer  of  1722. 

"  A  lovely  child  she  was,  of  looks  serene, 
And  motions  which  o'er  things  indifferent  shed 
The  grace  and  gentleness  from  whence  they  came." 

Percy  Bysshe  Shelley. 

"  His  years  but  young,  but  his  experience  old." 

Shakspeare. 

"  He  after  honour  hunts,  I  after  love." 

Ibid. 

LuMLEY  Ferrers  was  one  of  the  few  men  in  the  world 
who  act  upon  a  profound,  deliberate,  and  organized  sys- 
tem— he  had  done  so  even  from  a  boy.  When  he  was 
twenty-one  he  had  said  to  himself,  "  Youth  is  the  sea- 
son for  enjoyment :  the  triumphs  of  manhood,  the 
wealth  of  age,  do  not  compensate  for  a  youth  wasted 
in  unpleasurable  toils."  Agreeably  to  this  maxim,  he 
had  resolved  not  to  adopt  any  profession ;  and  being 
fond  of  travel,  and  of  a  restless  temper,  he  had  indulged 
abroad  in  all  the  gratifications  that  his  moderate  income 
could  afford  him  :  that  income  went  farther  on  the  Con- 
tinent than  at  home,  which  was  another  reason  for  the 
prolongation  of  his  travels.  Now,  when  the  whims  and 
passions  of  youth  were  sated,  and,  ripened  by  a  con- 
summate and  various  knowledge  of  mankind,  his  harder 
capacities  of  mind  became  developed  and  centred  into 
such  ambition  as  it  was  his  nature  to  conceive,  he  acted 
no  less  upon  a  regular  and  methodical  plan  of  conduct, 
which  he  carried  into  details.  He  had  little  or  nothing 
within  himself  to  cross  his  cold  theories  by  contradic- 
tory practice  ;  for  he  was  curbed  by  no  principles,  and 
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impelled  but  by  few  tastes ;  and  our  tastes  are  often 
checks  as  powerful  as  our  principles.  Looking  round 
the  English  world,  Ferrers  saw  that,  at  his  age,  and 
with  an  equivocal  position  and  no  chances  to  throw 
away,  it  was  necessary  that  he  should  cast  off  all  attri- 
butes of  the  character  of  the  wanderer  and  the  gargon. 

"There  is  nothing  respectable  in  lodgings  and  a  cab," 
said  Ferrers  to  himself  (that  "  self''  was  his  grand  con- 
fidant !) — "  nothing  stationary.  Such  are  the  appliances 
of  a  here-to-day-gone-to-morrow  kind  of  life.  One 
never  looks  substantial  till  one  pays  rates  and  taxes, 
and  has  a  bill  with  one's  butcher!" 

Accordingly,  without  saying  a  word  to  anybody,  Fer- 
rers took  a  long  lease  of  a  large  house  in  one  of  those 
quiet  streets,  that  proclaim  the  owners  do  not  wish  to 
be  made  by  fashionable  situations ;  streets  in  which,  if 
you  have  a  large  house,  it  is  supposed  to  be  because 
you  can  afford  one.  He  was  very  particular  in  its  being 
a  respectable  street — Great  George-street,  Westmin- 
ster, was  the  one  he  selected. 

No  frippery  or  bawbles  common  to  the  mansions  of 
young  bachelors — no  buhl,  and  marquetrie,  and  Sevre 
china,  and  cabinet  pictures,  distinguished  the  large  dingy 
drawing-rooms  of  Lumley  Ferrers.  He  bought  all  the 
old  furniture  a  bargain  of  the  late  tenant — tea-coloured 
chints  curtains,  and  chairs  and  sofas  that  were  venera- 
ble and  solemn  with  the  accumulated  dust  of  twenty- 
five  years.  The  only  things  about  which  he  was  par- 
ticular were  a  very  long  dining-table  that  would  hold 
forty,  and  a  new  mahogany  sideboard.  Somebody 
asked  him  why  he  cared  about  such  articles.  "  I  don't 
know,"  he  said,  "  but  I  observe  all  respectable  family 
men  do — there  must  be  something  in  it — I  shall  discover 
the  secret  by-and-by." 

In  this  house  did  Mr.  Ferrers  ensconce  himself,  with 
two  middle-aged  maid-servants  and  a  man  out  of  livery, 
whom  he  chose  from  a  multitude  of  candidates  because 
the  man  looked  especially  well-fed. 

Having  thus  settled  himself,  and  told  every  one  that 
the  lease  of  his  house  was  for  sixty-three  years,  Lum- 
ley Ferrers  made  a  little  calculation  of  his  probable  ex- 
penditure, which  he  found,  with  good  management,  might 
amount  to  about  one  fourth  more  than  his  income. 

"  I  shall  take  the  surplus  out  of  my  capital,"  said  he, 
"  and  try  the  experiment  for  five  years ;  if  it  don't  do, 
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and  pay  me  profitably,  why  then  either  men  are  not  to 
be  hved  upon,  or  Luiiiley  Ferrers  is  a  much  duller  dog 
than  he  thinks  himself!" 

Mr.  Ferrers  had  deeply  studied  the  character  of  his 
uncle,  as  a  prudent  speculator  studies  the  qualities  of  a 
mine  in  which  he  means  to  invest  his  capital,  and  much 
of  his  present  proceedings  was  intended  to  act  upon  the 
uncle  as  well  as  upon  the  world.  He  saw  that  the  more 
he  could  obtain  for  himself,  not  a  noisy,  social,  fashion- 
able reputation,  but  a  good,  sober,  substantial  one,  the 
more  highly  Mr.  Templeton  would  consider  him,  and 
the  more  likely  he  was  to  be  made  his  uncle's  heir — 
that  is,  provided  Mrs.  Templeton  did  not  supersede  the 
nepotal  parasite  by  indigenous  olive  branches.  This 
last  apprehension  died  away  as  time  passed,  and  no 
signs  of  fertility  appeared  ;  and  accordingly,  Ferrers 
thought  he  might  prudently  hazard  more  upon  the  game 
on  which  he  now  ventured  to  rely.  There  was  one 
thing,  however,  that  greatly  disturbed  his  peace  :  Mr. 
Templeton,  though  harsh  and  austere  in  his  manner  to 
his  wife,  was  evidently  attached  to  her;  and,  above  all, 
he  cherished  the  fondest  affection  for  his  daughter-in- 
law.  He  was  anxious  for  her  health,  her  education, 
her  little  childish  enjoyments,  as  if  he  had  been  not  only 
her  parent,  but  a  very  doting  one.  He  could  not  bear 
her  to  be  crossed  or  thwarted.  Mr.  Templeton,  who 
had  never  spoiled  anything  before,  not  even  an  old  pen 
(so  careful,  and  calculating,  and  methodical  was  he),  did 
his  best  to  spoil  this  beautiful  child,  whom  he  could  not 
even  have  the  vain  luxury  of  thinking  he  had  produced 
to  the  admiring  world.  Softly,  exquisitely  lovely  was 
that  little  girl ;  and  every  day  she  increased  in  the 
charm  of  her  person,  and  the  caressing  fascination  of 
her  childish  ways.  Her  temper  was  so  sweet  and  do- 
cile, that  fondness  and  petting,  however  injudiciously 
exhibited,  only  seemed  yet  more  to  bring  out  the  col- 
ours of  a  grateful  and  tender  nature.  Perhaps  the  meas- 
ured kindness  of  more  reserved  affection  might  have 
been  the  true  way  of  spoiling  one  whose  instincts  were 
all  for  exacting  and  returning  love.  She  was  a  plant 
that  suns  less  warm  might  have  nipped  and  chilled ; 
but,  beneath  an  uncapricious  and  unclouded  sunshine, 
she  sprang  up  in  a  luxurious  bloom  of  heart  and  sweet- 
ness of  disposition. 

Every  one,  even  those  who  did  not  generally  like 
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children,  delighted  in  this  charming  creature,  excepting 
only  Mr.  Liimley  Ferrers.  But  that  gentleman,  less 
mild  than  Pope's  Narcissa, 

"  To  make  a  wash,  had  gladly  stew'd  the  child  !" 

He  had  seen  how  very  common  it  is  for  a  rich  man, 
married  late  in  life,  to  leave  everything  to  a  young 
widow  and  her  children  by  a  former  marriage,  when 
once  attached  to  the  latter  ;  and  he  sensibly  felt  that  he 
himself  had  but  a  shght  hold  over  Templeton  by  the 
chain  of  the  affections.  He  resolved,  therefore,  as 
much  as  possible,  to  alienate  his  uncle  from  his  young 
wife — trusting  that,  as  the  influence  of  the  wife  was 
weakened,  that  of  the  child  would  be  lessened  also ; 
and  to  raise  in  Templeton's  vanity  and  ambition  an  ally 
that  might  supply  to  himself  the  want  of  love.  He 
pursued  this  twofold  scheme  with  masterly  art  and  ad- 
dress. He  first  sought  to  secure  the  confidence  and 
regard  of  the  melancholy  and  gentle  mother;  and  in 
this,  for  she  was  peculiarly  unsuspicious  and  inexperi- 
enced, he  obtained  signal  and  complete  success.  His 
frankness  of  manner,  his  deferential  attention,  the  art 
with  which  he  warded  off  from  her  the  spleen  or  ill- 
humour  of  Mr.  Templeton,  the  cheerfulness  that  his 
easy  gayety  threw  over  a  very  gloomy  house,  made  the 
poor  lady  hail  his  visits  and  trust  in  his  friendship. 
Perhaps  she  was  glad  of  any  interruption  to  tete-a-t^tes 
with  a  severe  and  ungenial  husband,  who  had  no  sym- 
pathy for  the  sorrows,  of  whatever  nature  they  might 
be,  which  preyed  upon  her,  and  who  made  it  a  point  of 
morality  to  find  fault  wherever  he  could. 

The  next  step  in  Lumley's  policy  was  to  arm  Tem- 
pleton's vanity  against  his  wife,  by  constantly  refresh- 
ing his  consciousness  of  the  sacrifices  he  had  made  by 
marriage,  and  the  certainty  that  he  would  have  attained 
all  his  wishes  had  he  chosen  more  prudently.  By  per- 
petually, but  most  judiciously,  rubbing  this  sore  point, 
he,  as  it  were,  fixed  the  irritability  into  Templeton's 
constitution,  and  it  reacted  on  all  his  thoughts,  aspiring 
or  domestic.  Still,  however,  to  Lumley's  great  surprise 
and  resentment,  while  Templeton  cooled  to  his  wife, 
he  only  warmed  to  her  child.  Lumley  had  not  calcu- 
lated enough  upon  the  thirst  and  craving  for  affection 
in  most  human  hearts  ;  and  Templeton,  though  not 
exactly  an  amiable  man,  had  some  excellent  qualities : 
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if  he  had  less  sensitively  regarded  the  opinion  of  the 
world,  he  would  neither  have  contracted  the  vocabulary 
of  cant  nor  sickened  for  a  peerage  ;  both  his  affectation 
of  saintship  and  his  gnawing  desire  of  rank  arose  from 
an  extraordinary  and  morbid  deference  to  opinion,  and 
a  wish  for  worldly  lionours  and  respect,  which  he  felt 
that  his  mere  talents  could  not  secure  to  him.  But  he 
was,  at  bottom,  a  kindly  man — charitable  to  the  poor, 
considerate  to  his  servants,  and  had  within  him  the 
want  to  love  and  be  loved,  which  is  one  of  the  desires 
wherewith  the  atoms  of  the  universe  are  cemented  and 
harmonized.  Had  Mrs.  Templeton  evinced  love  to  him, 
he  might  have  defied  all  Lumley's  diplomacy,  been  con- 
soled for  worldly  disadvantages,  and  been  a  good  and 
even  uxorious  husband.  But  she  evidently  did  not  love 
him,  though  an  admirable,  patient,  provident  wife  ;  and 
her  daughter  did  love  him — love  hnn  as  well  even  as 
she  loved  her  mother ;  and  the  hard  worldling  would 
not  have  accepted  a  kingdom  as  the  price  of  that  little 
fountain  of  pure  and  ever-refreshing  tenderness.  Wise 
and  penetrating  as  Lumley  was,  he  never  could  thor- 
oughly understand  this  weakness,  as  he  called  it ;  for 
we  never  know  men  entirely,  unless  we  have  complete 
sympathies  with  men  in  all  their  natural  emotions  ;  and 
Nature  had  left  the  workmanship  of  Lumley  Ferrers 
unfinished  and  incomplete,  by  denying  him  the  possibil- 
ity of  caring  for  anything  but  himself. 

His  plan  for  winning  Templeton's  esteem  and  defer- 
ence was,  however,  completely  triumphant.  He  took 
care  that  nothing  in  his  menage  should  appear  "  extrava- 
gant;""  all  was  sober,  quiet,  and  well-regulated.  He 
declared  that  he  had  so  managed  as  to  live  within  his 
income ;  and  Templeton,  receiving  no  hint  for  money, 
nor  aware  that  Ferrers  had  on  the  Continent  consumed 
a  considerable  portion  of  his  means,  believed  him. 
Ferrers  gave  a  great  many  dinners,  but  he  did  not  go 
on  that  foolish  plan  which  has  been  laid  down  by  per- 
sons who  pretend  to  know  life,  as  a  means  of  popularity 
— he  did  not  profess  to  give  dinners  better  than  other 
people.  He  knew  that,  unless  you  are  a  very  rich  or  a 
very  great  man,  no  folly  is  equal  to  that  of  thinking 
that  you  soften  the  hearts  of  your  friends  by  soups  d 
la  bisque,  and  Vermuth  wine  at  a  guinea  a  bottle !  They 
all  go  away,  saying,  "  What  right  has  that  d— d  fellow 
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to  give  a  better  dinner  than  we  do !     What  horrid  taste 
— what  ridiculous  presumption  !" 

No  ;  though  Ferrers  himself  was  a  most  scientific 
epicure,  and  held  the  luxury  of  the  palate  at  the  highest 
possible  price,  he  dieted  his  friends  on  what  he  termed 
"  resjKctable  fare."  His  cook  put  plenty  of  flour  into 
the  oyster  sauce  ;  cods'-head  and  shoulders  made  his 
invariable  fish;  and  four  enlns,  without  flavour  or  pre- 
tence, were  duly  supplied  by  the  pastrycook,  and  care- 
fully eschewed  by  the  host.  Neither  did  Mr.  Ferrers 
aflect  to  bring  about  him  gay  wits  and  brilliant  talkers. 
He  confined  himself  to  men  of  substantial  consideration, 
and  generally  took  care  to  be  himself  the  cleverest  per- 
son present ;  while  he  turned  the  conversation  on  seri- 
ous matters  crammed  for  the  occasion — politics,  stocks, 
commerce,  and  the  criminal  code.  Pruning  hisgayety, 
though  he  retained  his  frankness,  he  sought  to  be  known 
as  a  highly-informed,  painstaking  man,  who  would  be 
sure  to  rise.  His  connexions,  and  a  certain  nameless 
charm  about  him,  consisting  chiefly  in  a  pleasant  coun- 
tenance, a  bold  yet  winning  candour,  and  the  absence 
of  all  hauteur  or  pretence,  enabled  him  to  assemble 
round  this  plain  table,  M'hich,  if  it  gratified  no  taste, 
wounded  no  self-love,  a  suflicient  number  of  public  men 
of  rank  and  eminent  men  of  business  to  answer  his 
purpose.  The  situation  he  had  chosen,  so  near  the 
Houses  of  Parliament,  was  convenient  to  politicians, 
and,  by  degrees,  the  large  dingy  drawing-rooms  became 
a  frequent  resort  for  public  men  to  talk  over  those 
thousand  underplots  by  which  a  party  is  served  or  at- 
tacked. Thus,  though  not  in  parliament  himself,  Fer- 
rers became  insensibly  associated  with  parliamentary 
men  and  things ;  and  the  ministerial  party,  whose  poli- 
tics he  espoused,  praised  hnn  highly,  made  use  of  him, 
and  meant,  some  day  or  other,  to  do  something  for  him. 

While  the  career  of  this  able  and  unprincipled  man 
thus  opened — and,  of  course,  the  opening  was  not  made 
in  a  day  —  Ernest  Maltravers  was  ascending,  by  a 
rough,  thorny,  and  encumbered  path,  to  that  eminence 
on  which  the  monuments  of  men  are  built.  His  success 
in  pubhc  life  was  not  brilliant  or  sudden ;  for,  though 
he  had  eloquence  and  knowledge,  he  disdained  all  ora- 
torical devices ;  and  though  he  had  passion  and  energy, 
he  could  scarcely  be  called  a  warm  partisan.  He  met 
with  much  envy  and  many  obstacles ;  and  the  gracious 
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and  buoyant  sociality  of  temper  and  manners,  that  had, 
in  early  youth,  made  him  the  idol  of  his  contemporaries 
at  school  or  college,  had  long  since  faded  away  into  a 
cold,  settled,  and  lofty,  though  gentle  reserve,  which 
did  not  attract  towards  him  the  animal  spirits  of  the 
herd.  But  though  he  spoke  seldom,  and  heard  many, 
with  half  his  powers,  more  enthusiastically  cheered,  he 
did  not  fail  of  commanding  attention  and  respect ;  and 
though  no  darling  of  cliques  and  parties,  yet  in  that 
great  body  of  the  people  who  were  ever  the  audience 
and  tribunal  to  which,  in  letters  or  in  politics,  Maltravers 
appealed,  there  was  silently  growing  up  and  spreading 
wide  a  belief  in  his  upright  intentions,  his  unpurchase- 
able honour,  and  his  correct  and  well-considered  views. 
He  felt  that  his  name  was  safely  invested,  though  the 
return  for  the  capital  was  slow  and  moderate.  He  was 
contented  to  abide  his  time. 

Every  day  he  grew  more  attached  to  that  only  true 
philosophy  which  makes  a  man,  as  far  as  the  world  will 
permit,  a  world  to  himself;  and  from  the  height  of  a 
tranquil  and  serene  self-esteem,  he  felt  the  sun  shine 
above  him  when  malignant  clouds  spread  sullen  and 
ungenial  below.  He  did  not  despise  or  wilfully  shock 
opinion,  neither  did  he  fawn  upon  and  flatter  it.  Where 
he  thought  the  world  should  be  humoured,  he  humoured 
— where  contemned,  he  contemned  it.  There  are  many 
cases  in  which  an  honest,  well-educated,  high-hearted 
individual  is  a  much  better  judge  than  the  multitude  of 
what  is  right  and  what  is  wrong ;  and  in  these  matters 
he  is  not  worth  three  straws  if  he  lets  the  multitude 
bully  or  coax  him  out  of  his  judgment.  The  public, 
if  you  indulge  it,  is  a  most  damnable  gossip,  thrusting 
its  nose  into  people's  concerns  where  it  has  no  right 
to  make  or  meddle  ;  and  in  those  things  where  the  pub- 
lic is  impertinent,  Maltravers  scorned  and  resisted  its 
interference  as  haughtily  as  he  would  the  interference 
of  any  insolent  member  of  the  insolent  whole.  It  was 
fhis  mixture  of  deep  love  and  profound  respect  for  the 
eternal  people,  and  of  calm,  passionless  disdain  for  that 
capricious  charlatan,  the  momentary  public,  which 
made  Ernest  Maltravers  an  original  and  solitary  think- 
er ;  and  an  actor,  in  reality  modest  and  benevolent,  in 
appearance  arrogant  and  unsocial.  "  Pauperism,  in 
contradistinction  to  poverty,"  he  was  wont  to  say,  "  is 
the  dependance  upon  Other  people  for  existence,  not  on 
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our  own  exertions ;  there  is  a  moral  pauperism  in  ihe 
man  who  is  dependant  on  others  for  that  support  of 
moral  life — self-respect." 

Wrapped  in  this  philosophy,  he  pursued  his  haughty 
and  lonesome  way,  and  felt  that  m  the  deep  heart  of 
mankind,  when  prejudices  and  envies  should  die  off, 
there  would  be  a  sympathy  with  his  motives  and  his 
career.  So  far  as  his  own  health  was  concerned,  the 
experiment  had  answered.  No  mere  drudgery  of  busi- 
ness— late  hours  and  dull  speeches — can  produce  the 
dread  exhaustion  which  follows  the  efforts  of  the  soul  to 
mount  into  the  higher  air  of  severe  thought  or  intense 
imagination.  Those  faculties  which  had  been  over- 
strained now  lay  fallow,  and  the  frame  rapidly  regained 
its  tone.  Of  private  comfort  and  inspiration  Ernest  knew 
but  little.  He  gradually  grew  estranged  from  his  old 
friend  Ferrers  as  their  habits  became  opposed.  Cleve- 
land lived  more  and  more  in  the  country,  and  was  too 
well  satisfied  with  his  quondam  pupil's  course  of  life  and 
progressive  reputation  to  trouble  him  with  exhortation 
or  advice.  CcEsarini  had  grown  a  literary  lion,  whose 
genius  was  vehemently  lauded  by  all  the  reviews — on 
the  same  principle  as  that  which  induces  us  to  praise 
foreign  singers  or  dead  men  ;  we  must  pra'ise  some- 
thing, and  we  don't  like  to  praise  those  who  jostle  our- 
selves. Cassarini  had  therefore  grown  prodigiously 
conceited ;  swore  that  England  was  the  only  country 
for  true  merit,  and  no  longer  concealed  his  jealous 
anger  at  the  wider  celebrity  of  Maltravers.  Ernest  saw 
him  squandering  away  his  substance  and  prostituting 
his  talents  to  drawing-room  trifles  with  a  compassion- 
ate sigh.  He  sought  to  warn  him,  but  CuBsarini  lis- 
tened to  him  W'ith  such  impatience  that  he  resigned  the 
office  of  monitor.  He  wrote  to  De  Montaigne,  who 
succeeded  no  better.  Ca;sarini  was  bent  on  playing  his 
own  game ;  and  to  one  game,  without  a  metaphor,  he 
had  at  last  come.  His  craving  for  excitement  vented 
itself  at  hazard,  and  his  remaining  guineas  melted  daily 
away. 

But  De  Montaigne's  letters  to  Maltravers  consoled 
him  for  the  loss  of  less  congenial  friends.  The  French- 
man was  now  an  eminent  and  celebrated  man,  and  his 
appreciation  of  Maltravers  was  sweeter  to  the  latter 
than  would  have  been  the  huzzas  of  crowds.  But,  all 
this  while,  his  vanity  was  pleased  and  his  curiosity 
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roused  by  the  continued  correspondence  of  his  unseen 
Egeria.  That  correspondence  (if  so  it  may  be  call«d, 
being  all  on  one  side)  had  now  gone  on  for  a  consider- 
able time,  and  he  was  still  wholly  unable  to  discover 
the  author  :  its  tone  had  of  late  altered — it  had  become 
more  sad  and  subdued — it  spoke  of  the  hoUowness  as 
well  as  the  rewards  of  fame,  and,  with  a  touch  of  true 
womanly  sentiment,  often  hinted  more  at  tlie  rapture  of 
soothing  dejection  than  of  sharing  triumph.  In  all 
these  letters  there  was  the  undeniable  evidence  of  high 
intellect  and  deep  feeling — they  excited  a  strong  and 
keen  interest  in  Maltravers,  yet  the  interest  was  not 
that  which  made  him  wish  to  discover,  in  order  that  he 
might  love,  the  writer.  They  were,  for  the  most  part, 
too  full  of  the  irony  and  bitterness  of  a  man's  spirit,  to 
fascinate  one  who  considered  that  gentleness  was  the 
essence  of  a  woman's  strength.  Temper  spoke  in  them 
no  less  than  mind  and  heart,  and  it  was  not  the  sort  of 
temper  which  a  man  who  loves  women  to  be  womanly 
could  admire. 

"  I  hear  you  often  spoken  of"  (ran  one  of  these  strange 
epistles),  "  audi  am  almost  equally  angry  whether  fools 
presume  to  praise  or  to  blame  you.  This  miserable 
world  we  live  in,  how  I  loathe  and  disdain  it!  yet  I  de- 
sire you  to  serve  and  to  master  it !  Weak  contradiction, 
effeminate  paradox!  Oh,  rather  a  thousand  times  that 
you  would  fly  from  its  mean  temptations  and  poor  re- 
wards !  If  the  desert  were  your  dwelling-place,  and 
you  wished  one  minister,  I  could  renounce  all — wealth, 
flattery,  repute,  womanhood,  to  serve  you. 


"  I  once  admired  you  for  your  genius.  My  disease 
has  fastened  on  me,  and  I  now  almost  worship  you  for 
yourself.  I  have  seen  you,  Ernest  Maltravers — seen 
you  often — and  when  you  never  suspected  that  these 
eyes  were  on  you.  Now  that  I  have  seen  I  understand 
you  better.  We  cannot  judge  men  by  their  books  and 
deeds.  Posterity  can  know  nothing  of  the  beings  of 
the  past.  A  thousand  books  never  written,  a  thousand 
deeds  never  done,  are  in  the  eyes  and  lips  of  the  few 
greater  than  the  herd.  In  that  cold  abstracted  gaze, 
that  pale  and  haughty  brow,  I  read  the  disdain  of  ob- 
stacles which  is  worthy  of  one  who  is  confident  of  the 
goal.     But  my  eyes  fill  with  tears  when  I  survey  you ! 
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— you  are  sad,  you  are  alone  !  If  failures  do  not  mortify 
you,  success  does  not  elevate.  Oh  Maltravers,  I,  woman 
as  I  am,  and  living  in  a  narrow  circle,  1,  even  I,  know 
at  last,  that  to  have  desires  nobler  and  ends  more  au- 
gust than  others  is  but  to  surrender  waking  life  to 
morbid  and  melancholy  dreams. 


"  Go  more  into  the  world,  Maltravers,  go  more  into  the 
world,  or  quit  it  altogether.  Your  enemies  must  be  met ; 
they  accumulate,  they  grow  strong ;  you  are  loo  tranquil, 
too  slow  in  your  steps  towards  the  prize  which  should 
be  yours,  to  satisfy  my  impatience,  to  satisfy  your 
friends.  Be  less  refined  in  your  ambition,  that  you 
may  be  more  immediately  useful.  The  feet  of  clay, 
after  all,  are  the  swiftest  in  the  race.     Even  Lumley 

Ferrers  will  outstrip  you  if  you  do  not  take  heed. 

****** 

"Why  do  I  run  on  thus? — you — you  love  another, 
yet  you  are  not  less  the  ideal  that  1  could  love— if  I 
ever  loved  any  one.  You  love — and  yet — well — no 
matter." 


CHAPTER  II. 

"Well,  but  this  is  being  only  an  official  nobleman.  No  matter, 
'tis  still  being  a  nobleman,  and  that's  his  aim." — Anottymsus  Writer 
0/1122. 

"La  musique  est  le  seul  des  talens  qui  jouissent  de  lui  m^me; 
tons  les  autres  veulent  des  temoms." — Marmontel. 

"  Thus  the  slow  ox  would  gaudy  trappings  claim." 

Horace. 

Mr.  Templeton  had  not  obtained  his  peerage,  and, 
though  he  had  met  with  no  direct  refusal,  nor  made 
even  a  direct  application  to  headquarters,  he  was  grow- 
ing sullen.  He  had  great  parliamentary  influence,  not 
close  borough,  illegitimate  influence,  but  very  proper 
orthodox  influence  of  character,  wealth,  and  so  forth. 
He  could  return  one  member  at  least  for  a  city — he 
could  almost  return  one  member  for  a  county — and  in 
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three  boroughs,  any  activity  on  his  part  would  turn  tlie 
scale  in  a  close  contest.  The  ministers  were  strong 
but  they  still  could  not  afford  to  lose  supporters  hitherto 
zealous — the  example  of  desertion  is  contagious.  In 
the  town  which  Templeton  had  formerly  represented, 
and  which  he  now  almost  commanded,  a  vacancy  sud- 
denly occurred — a  candidate  started  on  the  opposition 
side  and  commenced  a  canvass ;  to  the  astonishment 
and  panic  of  the  secretary  of  the  treasury,  Templeton 
put  forward  no  one,  and  his  interest  remained  dormant 
Lord  Saxingham  hurried  to  Lumley. 

"  My  dear  fellow,  what  is  this — what  can  your  undo 
be  about  I     We  shall  lose  this  place — one  of  our  strong 
holds.     Bets  run  even." 

"  Why,  you  see,  you  have  all  behaved  very  ill  to  my 
uncle — I  am  really  sorry  for  it,  but  I  can  do  nothing." 

"  What,  this  confounded  peerage.  Will  that  content 
him,  and  nothing  short  of  it  ?" 

"  Nothing." 

"  He  must  have  it,  by  Jove." 

"  And  even  that  may  come  too  late." 

"  Ha  !  do  you  think  so  ?" 

"  Will  you  leave  the  matter  to  me  ?" 

"  Certainly — you  are  a  monstrous  clever  fellow,  and 
we  ail  esteem  you." 

"  Sit  down  and  write  as  I  dictate,  my  dear  lord." 

"  Well,"  said  Lord  Saxingham,  seating  himself  at 
Lumley's  enormous  writing-table — "  well,  go  on." 

"My  dear  Mr.  Templeton.'' 

"Too  familiar,"  said  Lord  Saxingham. 

"Not  a  bit;  go  on." 

"  Mt/  dear  Mr.  Templeton ; 

"  We  are  anxious  to  secure  your  parliamentary  influence 
in  *****  to  the  proper  quarter,  namely,  to  your  own  family 
as  the  best  defenders  of  the  administration,  which  you  hon- 
our hy  your  support.  We  wish  signally,  at  the  same  time, 
to  express  our  confidence  in  your  principles  and  our  grati- 
tude for  your  countenance.'''' 

"  D — d  sour  countenance !"  muttered  Lord  Saxing- 
ham. 

^''Accordingly,'"  continued  Ferrers,  "  as  one  whose  con- 
nexion with  you  permits  the  liberty,  alloiu  me  to  request  that 
you  will  suffer  our  joint  relation,  Mr.  Ferrers,  to  be  put  into 
immediate  nomination.'''' 

Lord  Saxingliam  threw  dovvn  the  pen  and  laughed  for 
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two  minutes  without  ceasing.     "Capital,  Lumley,  cap- 
ital !  very  odd  1  did  not  think  of  it  before." 

"  Eacii  man  for  himself,  and  God  for  us  all,"  returned 
Lumley,  gravely;  "  pray  go  on,  my  dear  lord." 

"  We  a?-e  sure  yon  could  7iot  have  a  represcntaLive  that 
would  more  faithfully  reflect  your  own  opinions  and  our  in- 
terests. One  word  more.  A  creation  of  peers  will  probably 
take  place  in  the  spring,  among  which  I  am  sure  yuur  name 
would  be  to  his  majesty  a  gratifying  addition ;  the  title 
will,  of  course,  be  secured  to  your  sons — and,  failing  ihe  lat- 
ter, to  your  nephew. 

"  With  great  regard  and  respect, 

"  Truly  yours, 

"  Saxingham." 

"  There,  inscribe  that  '  Private  and  confidential,'  and 
send  it  express  to  my  uncle's  villa." 

"  It  shall  be  done,  my  dear  Lumley  ;  and  this  contents 
nie  as  much  as  it  does  you.  You  are  really  a  man  to 
do  us  credit.     You  think  it  will  be  arranged  ?" 

"  No  doubt  of  it." 

"  Well,  good-day.  Lumley,  come  to  me  when  it  is  all 
settled;  Florence  is  always  glad  to  see  you  ;  she  says  no 
one  amuses  her  more.  And  1  am  sure  that  is  rare  praise, 
for  she  is  a  strange  girl — quite  a  Timon  in  petticoats." 

Away  went  Lord  Saxingham. 

"  Florence  glad  to  see  me !"  said  Lumley,  throwing 
his  arms  beiinid  him,  and  striding  to  and  fro  the  room 
— "  Scheme  the  Second  begins  to  smile  upon  ine  be- 
hind the  advancing  shadow  of  Scheme  One.  If  I  can 
but  succeed  in  keeping  away  other  suiters  from  my  fair 
cousin  until  I  airi  in  a  condition  to  propose  myself,  why 
I  may  carry  off  the  greatest  match  in  the  three  king- 
doms.     Courage,  mon  brave  Ferrers,  courage  T'' 

It  was  late  that  evening  when  Ferrers  arrived  at  his 
uncle's  villa.  He  found  Mrs.  Templeton  in  the  drawing- 
room,  seated  at  the  piano.  He  entered  gently  ;  she  did 
not  hear  him,  and  continued  at  the  instrument.  Her 
voice  was  so  sweet  and  rich,  her  taste  so  pure,  that 
Ferrers,  who  was  a  good  judge  of  music,  stood  in  de- 
lighted surprise.  Often  as  he  had  now  been  a  visiter, 
even  an  inmate  at  the  house,  he  had  never  before  heard 
Mrs.  Templeton  play  any  but  sacred  airs,  and  this  was 
one  of  the  populir  songs  of  sentiment.  He  perceived 
that  her  i'etiliiig  at  last  uverpowefed  her  voice,  uad  alio 
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paused  abruptly,  and  turning  round,  her  face  was  so  el- 
oquent of  emotion,  that  Ferrers  was  forcibly  struck  by 
its  expression.  He  was  not  a  man  apt  to  feel  curiosity 
for  anything  not  immediately  concerning  himself;  but 
he  did  feel  curious  about  this  melancholy  and  beautiful 
woman.  There  was  in  her  usual  aspect  that  inexpres- 
sible look  of  profound  resignation  which  betokens  a 
lasting  remembrance  of  a  bitter  past;  a  prematurely 
blighted  heart  spoke  in  her  eyes,  her  smile,  her  languid 
and  joyless  step.  But  she  performed  the  routine  of  her 
quiet  duties  with  a  calm  and  conscientious  regularity, 
which  showed  that  grief  rather  depressed  than  disturbed 
her  thoughts.  1  f  her  burden  were  heavy,  custom  seemed 
to  have  reconciled  her  to  bear  it  without  repining;  and 
the  emotion  which  Ferrers  now  traced  in  her  soft  and 
harmonious  features  was  of  a  nature  he  had  only  once 
beheld  before,  viz.,  on  the  first  night  he  had  seen  her 
when  poetry,  which  is  the  key  of  memory,  had  evi- 
dently opened  a  chamber  haunted  by  mournful  and 
troubled  ghosts. 

"  Ah  !  dear  madam,"  said  Ferrers,  advancing,  as  he 
found  himself  discovered,  ''  I  trust  1  do  not  disturb  you. 
My  visit  is  unseasonnble  ;  but  my  uncle — where  is  he  ■?" 

""  He  has  been  in  town  all  the  morning ;  he  said  he 
should  dine  out,  and  I  now  expect  him  every  minute." 

"  You  have  been  endeavouring  to  charm  away  the 
sense  of  his  absence.  Dare  I  ask  you  to  continue  to 
play^  It  is  seldom  that  I  hear  a  voice  so  sweet  and 
science  so  consummate.  You  must  have  been  instruct- 
ed bv  the  best  Italian  masters." 

"  No,"  said  Mrs.  Templeton,  with  a  very  slight  colour 
in  her  delicate  cheek,  "  I  learned  young,  and  of  one 
who  loved  music  and  felt  it,  but  who  was  not  a  for- 
eigner." 

"Will  you  sing  me  that  song  again!  You  give  the 
words  a  beauty  1  never  discovered  in  them  ;  yet  they 
(as  well  as  the  music  itself)  are  by  my  poor  friend  whom 
Mr.  Templeton  does  not  like — Maltravers." 

"Are  they  his  alsoV  said  Mrs.  Templeton,  with 
emotion;  "it  is  strange  I  did  not  know  it.  1  heard  the 
air  in  the  streets,  and  it  struck  me  much.  I  inquired 
the  name  of  the  song  and  bought  it — it  is  very  strange !" 

"  What  is  strange  ?" 

"That  there  is  a  kind  of  language  in  your  friend's 
aauiiio  aad  poetry  whi-oh  comes  home  to  me,  like  words 
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I  have  heard  years  ago !     Is  he  young,  this  Mr.  Maltrav- 
ersr' 

*'  Yes,  he  is  still  young." 

"  And,  and—" 

Here  Mrs.  Templeton  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance 
of  her  husband.  He  held  the  letter  from  Lord  Saxing- 
ham — it  was  yet  unopened.  He  seemed  moody,  but 
that  was  common  with  him.  He  coldly  shook  hands 
with  Lumley,  nodded  to  his  wife,  found  fault  with  the 
fire,  and,  throwing  himself  into  his  easy  chair,  said,  "  So, 
Lumley,  I  think  I  was  a  fool  for  taking  your  advice,  and 
hanging  back  about  this  new  election.  I  see  by  the 
evening  papers  that  there  is  shortly  to  be  a  creation  of 
peers.  If  I  h:)d  shown  activity  on  behalf  of  the  gov- 
ernment, I  might  have  shamed  them  into  gratitude." 

"  I  think  I  was  right,  sir,"  replied  Lumley  ;  ''  public 
men  are  often  alarmed  into  gratitude,  seldom  shamed 
into  it.  Firm  votes,  like  old  friends,  are  most  valued 
when  we  think  we  are  about  to  lose  them ;  but  what  is 
that  letter  in  your  hand  ?"  ,: 

"  Oh,  some  begging  petition,  I  suppose." 

"  Pardon  me — it  has  an  official  look." 

Templeton  put  on  his  spectacles,  raised  the  letter,  ex- 
amined the  address  and  seal,  hastily  opened  it,  and  broke 
into  an  exclamation  very  like  an  oath ;  when  he  had 
concluded,  "  Give  me  your  hand,  nephew — the  thing  is 
settled — I  am  to  have  the  peerage.  You  were  right — 
ha,  ha !  my  dear  wife,  you  will  be  my  lady,  think  of 
that — arn't  you  glad  ?  Why  don't  your  ladyship  smile  1 
Where's  the  child?  where  is  she,  I  say  ?" 

'•  Gone  to  bed,  sir  !"  said  Mrs.  Templeton,  half  fright- 
ened. 

"  Gone  to  bed !  I  must  go  and  kiss  her — gone  to  bed, 
has  she  1  Light  that  candle,  Luiuley.  [Here  Mr.  Tem- 
pleton rang  the  bell.]  John,"  said  he,  as  the  servant  en- 
tered, "  John,  tell  James  to  go  the  first  thing  in  the 
morning  to  Baxter's,  and  tell  him  not  to  paint  my  cha- 
riot tillhe  hears  from  me.  I  must  go  kiss  the  child — I 
must,  really." 

"  Damn  the  child,"  muttered  Lumley,  as,  after  giving 
the  candle  to  his  uncle,  he  turned  to  the  fire ;  "  what 
the  dense  has  she  got  to  do  with  the  matter?  Charm- 
ing little  girl,  yours,  madam !  How  I  love  her  !  My 
uncle  dotes  on  her  :  no  wonder !" 

"  He  is,  indeed,  very,  very  fond  of  her,"  said  Mrs. 
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Templcton,  with  a  sigh  that  seemed  to  come  from  the 
depth  of  her  heart. 

'•  Did  he  take  a  fancy  to  her  before  you  were  married?" 

"  Ye;?,  1  beheve — oh,  yes,  certainly." 

"  Her  own  father  could  not  be  more  fond  of  her." 

Mrs  Templeton  made  no  answer,  but  lighted  her 
candle,  and,  wishing  Luniley  good-night,  glided  from  the 
room. 

"  1  wonder  if  my  grave  aunt  and  my  grave  uncle  took 
a  bite  at  the  apple  before  they  bought  the  right  of  the 
tree.  It  looks  suspicious;  yet  no,  it  can't  be  ;  there  is 
nothing  of  the  seducer  or  the  seductive  about  the  old 
fellow.     It  is  not  likely — here  he  comes." 

In  catne  Teaiipleton,  and  his  eyes  were  moist  and  his 
brow  relaxed. 

"  And  how  is  the  little  angel,  sirV  asked  Ferrers. 

"  She  kissed  me,  though  1  woke  her  up ;  children  are 
usually  cross  when  waked." 

"  Are  they,  little  dears !  Well,  sir,  so  I  was  right, 
then  ;  may  I  see  the  letter!" 

"  There  it  is." 

Ferrers  drew  his  chair  to  the  fire,  and  read  his  own 
production  with  all  the  satisfaction  of  an  anonymous 
author. 

"  How  kind  ! — how  considerate  ! — how  delicately  put ! 
— a  double  favour !  But,  perhaps,  after  all,  it  does  not 
express  your  wishes." 

"  In  what  way  V 

"  Why — why — about  myself." 

"  You! — is  there  anything  about  you  m  if?  I  did  not 
observe  that — let  me  see." 

"  Uncles  never  selfish  !  Mem.  for  commonplace 
book !"  thought  Ferrers. 

The  uncle  knit  his  brows  as  he  reperused  the  letter. 
"  This  won't  do,  Lumley,"  he  said,  very  shortly,  when 
he  had  done. 

"  A  seat  in  parliament  is  too  much  honour  for  a  poor 
nephew,  then,  sir?"  said  Lumley,  very  bitterly,  though 
he  did  not  feel  at  all  bitter;  but  it  was  the  proper  tone  ; 
"  1  have  done  all  in  my  power  to  advance  your  ambi- 
tion, and  you  will  not  even  lend  a  hand  to  put  me  one 
step  in  my  career ;  but  forgive  me,  sir,  I  have  no  right 
to  expect  it." 

"Lumley!"  replied  Templeton, kindly,  "you mistake 
me.     I  think  much  more  highly  of  you  than  I  did — 
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much  :  tliere  is  a  steadiness,  a  sobriety  about  you  most 
praiseworthy,  and  you  shall  go  into  parliament  if  you 
wish  it,  but  not  for  *****.  I  will  give  my  interest 
there  to  some  other  friend  of  the  government,  and,  in 
return,  they  can  give  j'ou  a  treasury  borough  !  That  is 
the  same  thing  to  you." 

Lumley  was  agreeably  surprised  —  he  pressed  his 
uncle's  hand  warmly,  and  thanked  him  cordially.  Mr. 
Teinpleton  proceeded  to  explain  to  him  that  it  was  in- 
convenient and  expensive  sitting  for  places  where  one's 
family  was  known,  and  Lumley  fully  subscribed  to  all. 

"  As  for  the  settlement  of  the  peerage,  that  is  all 
right,"  said  Templeton ;  and  then  he  sunk  into  a  rev- 
ery,  from  which  he  broke  joyously — "yes,  that  is  all 
right.  I  have  projects,  objects — this  may  unite  them 
all — nothing  can  be  better — you  will  be  the  next  lord — 
what — I  say,  what  title  shall  we  have  1" 

"  Oh,  take  a  sounding  one — you  have  very  little  landed 
property,  1  think  ]" 

"  Two  thousand  a  year  in  shire,  bought  a  bar- 
gain." 

"  What's  the  name  of  the  place  V 

"  Grubley." 

"Lord  Grubley! — Baron  Grubley  of  Grubley — oh, 
atrocious  !  who  had  the  place  before  you  1" 

"  Bought  it  of  Mr.  Sheepshanks — very  old  family." 

"  But  surely  some  old  Norman  once  had  the  place  ?" 

"Norman,  yes!  Henry  the  Second  gave  it  to  his 
barber — Bertram  Courval." 

"  That's  it — that's  it — Lord  de  Courval — singular  co- 
incidence ! — descent  from  the  old  line.  Herald's  college 
soon  settle  all  that.  Lord  de  Courval! — nothing  can 
sound  better.  There  must  be  a  village  or  hamlet  still 
called  Courval  about  the  property." 

"  I'm  afraid  not.     There  is  Coddle  End." 

"Coddle  End! — Coddle  End! — the  very  thing,  sir — 
the  very  thing — clear  corruption  from  Courval ! — Lord 
de  Courval  of  Courval !     Superb!     Ha!  ha!" 

"  Ha !  ha :"  laughed  Templeton,  and  he  had  hardly 
laughed  before  since  he  was  thirty. 

The  relations  sat  long  and  conversed  familiarly. 
Ferrers  slept  at  the  villa,  and  his  sleep  was  sound,  for 
he  thought  little  of  plans  once  formed  and  half  executed ; 
it  was  the  hunt  that  kept  him  awake,  and  he  slept  like 
a  hound  when  the  prey  was  down.     Not  so  Templeton^ 
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who  did  not  close  his  eyes  all  night.  "  Yes,  yes," 
thought  he,  "  I  must  get  the  fortune  and  the  title  in  one 
line  by  a  prudent  management.  Ferrers  deserves  what 
[  mean  to  do  for  him.  Steady,  good-natured,  frank,  and 
will  get  on — yes,  yes,  I  see  it  all.  Meanwhile  I  did 
well  to  prevent  his  standing  for  ***** ;  might  pick  up 
gossip  about  Mrs.  T.,  and  other  things  that  might  be  un- 
pleasant.    Ah,  I'm  a  shrewd  fellow !" 


CHAPTER  III. 

'  Lauzun. — There,  marquis,  there,  I've  done  it. 
Montespan. — Done  it !  yes!     Nice  doings!" 

The  Duchess  de  la  Valliere, 

LuMLEY  hastened  to  strike  while  the  iron  was  hot. 
The  next  morning  he  went  straight  to  the  treasury; 
saw  the  managing  secretary,  a  clever,  sharp  man,  who, 
like  Ferrers,  carried  off'  intrigue  and  manoeuvre  by  a 
blunt,  careless,  bluff  manner. 

Ferrers  announced  that  he  was  to  stand  for  the  free, 
respectable,  open  city  of  ****,  with  an  electoral  popu- 
lation of  2500 — a  very  showy  place  it  was  for  a  member 
in  the  old  ante-reform  times,  and  was  considered  a 
thoroughly  independent  borough.  The  secretary  con- 
gratulated and  complimented  him. 

"  We  have  had  losses  lately  in  our  elections  among 
the  larger  constituencies,"  said  I.umley. 

"  We  have,  indeed — three  towns  lost  in  the  last  six 
months.     Members  do  die  so  very  unseasonably  !" 

"  Is  Lord  Staunch  yet  provided  for  V  asked  Lumley. 
Now  Lord  Staunch  was  one  of  the  popular  show-fight 
great  guns  of  the  administration  ;  not  in  ofhce,  but  that 
most  useful  person  to  all  governments,  an  out-and-out 
supporter  upon  the  most  independent  principles ;  who 
was  known  to  have  refused  place,  and  to  value  himself 
on  independence ;  a  man  that  helped  the  government 
over  the  stile  when  it  was  seized  with  a  temporary 
iaineness,  and  who  carried  "great  weight  with  him  in 
the  country."  Lord  Staunch  had  foolishly  thrown  up 
u  close  borough  in  order  to  contest  a  large  city,  and 
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had  failed  in  the  attempt.  His  failure  was  everywhere 
cited  as  a  proof  of  the  growing  unpopularity  of  minis- 
ters. 

"  Is  Lord  Staunch  yet  provided  fori"  asked  Lumley. 

"  Why,  he  must  have  his  old  seat,  '  Three-Oaks.' 
Three  Oaks  is  a  nice,  quiet  little  place — tnost  respectable 
constituency — all  Staunch's  own  family." 

"  Just  the  thing  for  him,  yet  'tis  a  pity  that  he  did  not 
wait  to  stand  for  *****  ;  my  uncle's  interest  would  have 
secured  him." 

"  Ay,  I  thought  so  the  moment  *****  was  vacant. 
However,  it  is  too  late  now." 

"It  would  be  a  great  triumph  if  Lord  Staunch  could 
show  that  a  large  constituency  volunteered  to  elect 
him  without  expense." 

"  Without  expense !  Ah,  yes,  indeed !  It  would 
prove  that  purity  of  election  still  exists — that  British 
mstilutions  are  still  upheld." 

"  It  might  be  done,  IVIr. ." 

"  Why,  I  thought  that  you—" 

"  Were  to  stand — that  is  true — and  it  will  be  difficult 
to  manage  my  uncle  ;  but  lie  loves  me  much — you  know 
I  am  his  heir — I  believe  I  could  do  it — that  is,  if  you 
think  it  would  be  a  very  great  advantage  to  the  party, 
and  a  very  great  service  to  the  government." 

"  Why,  Mr.  Ferrers,  it  would  indeed  be  both." 

"  And  in  that  case  I  could  have  Three  Oaks." 

"  I  see — exactly  so — but  to  give  up  so  respectable  a 
seat — really  it  is  a  sacrifice." 

"  Say  no  more,  it  shall  be  done.  A  deputation  shall 
wait  on  Lord  Staunch  directly.  I  will  see  my  uncle, 
and  a  despatch  shall  be  sent  down  to  *****  to-night,  at 
least  I  hope  so.  I  must  not  be  too  confident.  My 
uncle  is  an  odd  man ;  nobody  but  myself  can  manage 
him;  I'll  go  this  instant." 

"  You  may  be  sure  your  kindness  will  be  duly  appre- 
ciated." 

Lumley  shook  hands  cordially  with  the  secretary, 
and  retired.  The  secretary  was  not  "humbugged," 
nor  did  Lumley  expect  he  should  be.  But  the  secre- 
tary noted  this  of  Lumley  Ferrers  (and  that  gentle- 
man's object  was  gained),  that  Lumley  Ferrers  was  a 
man  who  looked  out  for  office,  and,  if  he  did  tolerably 
well  in  parliament,  that  Lumley  Ferrers  was  a  man 
Who  ought  to  be  »»    ked 
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Very  shortly  afterward  the  Gazette  announced  the 
election  of  Lord  Staunch  for  *****,  after  a  sharp  but 
decisive  contest.  The  ministerial  journals  rang  with 
exultins:  paeans ;  the  opposition  ones  called  the  electors 
of  *****  all  manner  of  hard  names,  and  declared  that 
Mr.  Stout,  Lord  Staunch's  opponent,  would  petition, 
which  he  never  did.  In  the  midst  of  the  hubbub,  Mr. 
Lumley  Ferrers  quietly  and  unobservedly  crept  into 
the  representation  of  Three  Oaks. 

On  the  night  of  his  election  he  went  to  Lord  Saxing- 
hara's  :  but  what  there  happened  deserves  another  chap- 
ter 
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"  Je  connois  des  princes  du  sang,  des  princes  Strangers,  des  grands 
seigneurs,  des  ministres  d'etat,  des  magistrals,  et  des  philosophes 
qui  fileroient  pour  I'amour  de  vous.  En  pouvez-vous  demander 
d'avantage?" — Lettres  de  Madame  de  Sevigne. 

"  Lindore.  I— I  believe  it  will  choke  me.  I'm  in  love.  Now,  hold 
your  tongue.     Hold  your  tongue,  I  say. 

"  Dalner.  You  in  love  !     Ha !  ha  ! 

"  Lind.  There,  he  laughs. 

"  Dal.  No ;  I  am  really  sorry  for  you." — German  Play  {False  Deli- 
cacy). 

"  What  is  here  ? 
Gold !" 

Shakspeark. 

It  happened  that  that  evening  Maltravers  had,  for 
the  first  time,  accepted  one  of  many  invitations  with 
which  Lord  Saxingham  had  honoured  him.  His  lord- 
ship and  Maltravers  were  of  different  political  parties, 
nor  were  they  in  other  respects  adapted  to  each  other. 
Lord  Saxingham  was  a  clever  man  in  his  way,  but 
worldly,  even  to  a  proverb,  among  worldly  people.  That 
"  man  was  born  to  walk  erect  and  look  upon  the  stars," 
is  an  eloquent  fallacy  that  Lord  Saxingham  might  suffice 
to  disprove.  He  seemed  born  to  walk  with  a  stoop; 
and  if  he  ever  looked  upon  any  stars,  they  were  those 
which  go  with  a  garter.  Though  of  celebrated  and  his- 
torical ancestry,  great  rank,  and  some  personal  reputa- 
tion, he  had  all  the  ambition  of  a  parvenu.     He  had  a 
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Strong  regard  for  office,  not  so  much  from  the  sublime 
affection  for  that  sublime  thing,  power  over  the  destiniea 
of  a  glorious  nation,  as  because  it  added  to  that  vulgar 
thing,  importance  in  his  own  set.     He  looked  on  his 
cabinet  uniform  as  a  beadle  looks  on  his  gold-lace.     He 
also  liked   patronage,  secured   good    things  to  distant 
connexions,  got  on  his  family  to  the  remotest  degree 
of  relationship;  in  short,  he  -was  of  the  earth,  earthy. 
He  did   not   comprehend   Maltravers,  and   Maltravers, 
who  everyday  grew  prouder  and  prouder, despised  him. 
Still  Lord  Saxingham  was  told  that  Maltravers  was  a 
rising  man,  and  he  thought  it  well  to  be  civil  to  rising 
men  of  whatever  party  ;  besides,  his  vanity  was  flattered 
by  having  men  who  are  talked  of  in  his  train.     He  was 
too  busy  and  too  great  a  personage  to  think  Maltravers 
could  be  other  than  sincere  when  he  declared  himself, 
in  his  notes,  "  very  sorry,"  or  "  much  concerned."  to  fore- 
go the  honour  of  dining  with  Lord  Saxingham  on  the, 
&c.,  &c. ;    and  therefore  continued  his  invitations,  till 
Maltravers,  from  that  fatality  which  undoubtedly  regu- 
lates and  controls  us,  at  last  accepted  the  proffered  dis- 
tinction. 

He  arrived  late — most  of  the  guests  were  assembled ; 
and,  after  exchanging  a  few  words  with  his  host,  Er- 
nest fell  back  into  the  general  groupe,  and  found  him- 
self in  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of  Lady  Florence 
Lascelles.  This  lady  had  never  much  pleased  Maltrav- 
ers, for  he  was  not  fond  of  masculine  or  coquettish 
heroines,  and  Lady  Florence  seemed  to  him  to  merit 
both  epithets ;  therefore,  though  he  had  met  her  often 
since  the  first  day  he  had  been  introduced  to  her,  he  had 
usually  contented  himself  with  a  distant  bow  or  a  pas- 
sing salutation.  But  now,  as  he  turned  round  and  saw 
her — she  was,  for  a  miracle,  sitting  alone — and  in  her 
most  dazzhng  and  noble  countenance  there  was  so  evi- 
dent an  appearance  of  ill-health,  that  he  was  struck  a.nd 
touched  by  it.  In  fact,  beautiful  as  she  was,  both  in 
face  and  form,  there  was  something  in  the  eye  and  the 
bloom  of  Lady  Florence  which  a  skilful  physician 
would  have  seen  with  prophetic  pain.  And,  whenever 
occasional  illness  paled  the  roses  of  the  cheek  and 
sobered  the  play  of  the  lips,  even  an  ordinary  observer 
would  have  thought  of  the  old  commonplace  proverb — 
"that  the  brightest  beauty  has  the  briefest  life."  It 
was  some  sentiment  of  this  kind,  perhaps,  that  now 
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awakened  the  sympathy  of  Maltravers.  He  addressed 
her  with  more  'marked  courtesy  than  usual,  and  took  a 
seat  by  her  side. 

"  You  have  been  to  the  House,  I  suppose,  Mr.  Mal- 
travers V  said  Lady  Florence. 

"  Yes,  for  a  short  time ;  it  is  not  one  of  our  field- 
nights — no  division  was  expected;  and  by  this  time,  I 
dare  say,  the  house  has  been  counted  out." 

"  Do  yoiSf  like  the  life  ]" 

"  It  has  excitement,"  said  Maltravers,  evasively. 

"  And  the  excitement  is  of  a  noble  character'?" 

"  Scarcely  so,  I  fear — it  is  so  made  up  of  mean  and 
malignant  motives — there  is  in  it  so  much  jealousy  of 
our  friends,  ^o  much  unfairness  to  our  enemies — such 
readiness  to  attribute  to  others  the  basest  objects — such 
willingnesjs  to  avail  ourselves  of  the  poorest  stratagems ! 
— the  endl  may  be  great,  but  the  means  are  very  am- 
biguous." 

"  I  knew  you  would  feel  this,"  exclaimed  Lady  Flor- 
ence, with  a  heightened  colour. 

"  Did  you  V  said  Maltravers,  rather  interested,  as 
well  as  surprised.  "  I  scarcely  imagined  it  possible 
that  you  would  deign  to  divine  secrets  so  insignificant." 

"  You  did  not  do  me  justice,  then,"  returned  Lady 
Florence,  with  an  arch  yet  half-painful  smile ;  "  for — 
but  I  was  about  to  be  impertinent." 

"  Nay,  say  on." 

"  For — then — I  do  not  imagine  you  to  be  one  apt  to 
do  injustice  to  yourself." 

"  Oh  !  you  consider  me  presumptuous  and  arrogant ; 
but  that  is  common  report,  and  you  do  right,  perhaps, 
to  believe  it." 

"  Was  there  ever  any  one  unconscious  of  his  own 
merit  V  asked  Lady  Florence,  proudly.  "  They  who  dis- 
trust themselves  have  good  reason  for  it." 

"  You  seek  to  cure  the  wound  you  inflicted,"  returned 
Maltravers,  smiling. 

"  No  ;  what  I  said  was  an  apology  for  myself  as  well 
as  for  you.  You  need  no  words  to  vindicate  you — you 
are  a  man,  and  can  bear  out  all  arrogance  with  the  royal 
motto — Dieu  et  mon  droit.  With  you,  deeds  can  sup- 
port pretension ;  but  1  am  a  woman — it  was  a  mistake 
of  Nature !" 

"  But  what  triumphs  that  man  can  achieve  bring  so 
immediate,  so  palpable  a  reward  as  those  won  by  a  wo- 
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man,  beautiful  and  admired — who  finds  every  room  an 
empire,  and  every  class  her  subjects'!" 

"  It  is  a  despicable  realm." 

"  What ! — to  command — to  win — to  bow  to  your  wor- 
ship— the  greatest,  and  the  highest,  and  the  sternest ; 
to  own  slaves  in  those  whom  men  recognise  as  their 
lords  !  Is  such  power  despicable  ?  If  so,  what  power 
is  to  be  envied  ?" 

Lady  Florence  turned  quickly  round  to  Maltravers, 
and  fixed  on  him  her  large  dark  eyes,  as  if  she  would 
read  into  his  very  heart.  She  turned  away  with  a 
blush  and  a  slight  frown — "  There  is  mockery  on  your 
lip,"  said  she. 

Before  Maltravers  could  answer,  dinner  was  an- 
nounced, and  a  foreign  ambassador  claimed  the  hand  of 
Lady  Florence.  Maltravers  saw  a  young  lady,  with 
gold  oats  in  her  very  light  hair,  fall  to  his  lot,  and  de- 
scended to  the  dining-room  thinking  more  of  Lady 
Florence  Lascelles  than  he  had  ever  done  before. 

He  happened  to  sit  nearly  opposite  to  the  young  mis- 
tress of  the  house  (Lord  Saxingham,  as  the  reader 
knows,  was  a  widower,  and  Lady  Florence  an  only 
child) ;  and  Maltravers  was  that  day  in  one  of  those 
fehcitous  moods  in  which  our  animal  spirits  search 
and  carry  up,  as  it  were,  to  the  surface,  our  intellectual 
gifts  and  acquisitions.  He  conversed  generally  and 
happily ;  but  once,  when  he  turned  his  eyes  to  ap- 
peal to  Lady  Florence  for  her  opinion  on  some  point 
in  discussion,  he  caught  her  gaze  fixed  upon  him  with 
an  expression  that  checked  the  current  of  his  gayety, 
and  cast  him  into  curious  and  bewildered  revery.  In 
that  gaze  there  was  earnest  and  cordial  admiration, 
but  it  was  mixed  with  so  much  mournfulness  that  the 
admiration  lost  its  eloquence,  and  he  who  noticed  it 
was  rather  saddened  than  flattered. 

After  dinner,  when  Maltravers  sought  the  drawing- 
rooms,  he  found  them  filled  with  the  customary  mob 
of  good  society.  In  one  corner  he  discovered  Castruc- 
cio"  Caesarini  playing  on  a  guitar,  slung  across  his 
breast  with  a  blue  riband.  The  Italian  sang  well : 
many  young  ladies  were  grouped  round  him,  among 
others  Florence  Lascelles.  Maltravers,  fond  as  he  was 
of  music,  looked  upon  Castruccio's  performance  as  a 
disagreeable  exhibition.  He  had  a  Quixotic  idea  of  the 
dignity  of  talent,  and  though  himself  of  a  musical  science 
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and  a  melody  of  voice  that  would  have  thrown  the  room 
into  ecstasies,  he  would  as  soon  have  turned  juggler  or 
tumbler  for  polite  amusement,  as  contended  for  the  bra- 
voes  of  a  drawing-room.  It  was  because  he  was  cue  of 
the  proudest  men  in  the  world  that  Maltravers  was  one  of 
the  least  vain.  He  did  not  care  a  rush  for  applause  in 
small  things  ;  but  Caesarini  would  have  summoned  the 
whole  world  to  see  him  play  at  push-pin,  if  he  thought 
he  played  it  well. 

"Beautiful!  divine!  charming!"  cried  the  young  la- 
dies, as  Cassarini  ceased ;  and  Maltravers  observed  that 
Florence  praised  more  earnestly  than  the  rest,  and  that 
Cffisarini's  dark  eyes  sparkled,  and  his  pale  cheek 
flushed  with  unwonted  brilliancy.  Florence  turned  to 
Maltravers,  and  the  Italian,  following  her  eyes,  frowned 
darkly. 

"  You  know  the  Signor  CiEsarini,"  said  Florence, 
joining  Maltravers.  "  He  is  an  interesting  and  gifted 
person." 

"  Unquestionably.  I  grieve  to  see  him  wasting  his 
talents  upon  a  soil  that  may  yield  a  few  short-lived 
flowers,  without  one  useful  plant  or  productive  fruit." 

"He  enjoys  the  passing  hour,  Mr.  Maltravers;  and 
sometimes,  when  I  see  the  mortifications  that  await 
sterner  labour,  I.  think  he  is  right." 

"Hush!"  said  Maltravers;  "his  eyes  are  on  us  ;  he 
is  listening  breathlessly  for  every  word  you  utter.  I 
fear  you  have  made  an  unconscious  conquest  of  a  poet's 
heart  ;  and,  if  so,  he  purchases  the  enjoyment  of  the 
passing  hour  at  a  fearful  price." 

"  Nay,"  said  Lady  Florence,  indifferently, "  he  is  one  of 
those  to  whom  the  fancy  supplies  the  place  of  the  heart. 
And  if  I  give  him  an  inspiration,  it  will  be  an  equal  lux- 
ury to  him  whether  his  lyre  be  strung  to  hope  or  disap- 
pointment. The  sweetness  of  his  verses  will  compen- 
sate to  him  for  any  bitterness  in  actual  life." 

"  There  are  two  kinds  of  love,"  answered  Maltravers  ; 
love  and  self-love  ;  the  wounds  of  the  last  are  often 
most  incurable  in  those  who  appear  least  vulnerable  to 
the  first.  Ah,  Lady  Forence,  were  I  privileged  to  play 
the  monitor,  I  would  venture  on  one  warning,  however 
much  it  might  offend  you." 

"  And  that  is — " 

"  To  forbear  coquetry." 

Maltravers  anailed  as  be  spoke,  but  it  wu3  gravely 
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and  at  the  same   time  he  moved  gently  away.     But 
Lady  Florence  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm. 

"  Mr.  Maltravers,"  said  she,  very  softly,  and  with  a 
kind  of  faltering  in  her  tone,  "  am  I  wrong  to  say  that 
I  am  anxious  for  your  good  opinion  ?  Do  not  judge  me 
harshly.  I  am  soured,  discontented,  unhappy.  1  have 
no  sympathy  with  the  world.  These  men  whom  I  see 
around  me — what  are  they  ]  the  mass  of  them  unfeel- 
ing and  silken  egotists — ill-judging,  ill-educated,  well- 
dressed  :  the  few  who  are  called  distinguished — how 
selfish  in  their  ambition,  how  hard,  how  unimaginative 
in  their  pursuits!  Am  I  to  be  blamed  if  1  exert  a 
power  over  such  as  these,  which  rather  proves  my 
scorn  of  them  than  my  own  vanity  ?" 

"  I  have  no  right  to  argue  with  you." 

"  Yes,  argue  with  me,  convince  me,  guide  me — 
Heaven  knows  that,  impetuous  and  haughty  as  I  am,  I 
need  a  guide" — and  Lady  Florence's  eyes  swam  with 
tears.  Ernest's  prejudices  against  her  were  greatly 
shaken  :  he  was  even  somewhat  dazzled  by  her  beauty 
and  touched  by  her  unexpected  gentleness ;  but  still 
his  heart  was  not  assailed,  and  he  replied  almost  cold- 
ly, after  a  short  pause, 

"  Dear  Lady  Florence,  look  round  the  world — who  so 
much  to  be  envied  as  yourself?  What  sources  of  hap- 
piness and  pride  are  open  to  you !  Why.  then,  make  to 
yourself  causes  of  discontent — why  be  scornful  of  those 
who  cross  not  your  path  ?  Why  not  look  with  charity 
upon  God's  less  endowed  children,  beneath  you  as  they 
may  seem  1  What  consolation  have  you  in  hurting  the 
hearts  or  the  vanities  of  others  ?  Do  you  -aise  your- 
self even  in  your  own  estimation?  You  arect  to  be 
above  your  sex — yet  what  character  do  yoii  despise 
more  in  women  than  that  which  you  assume  t  Semi- 
ramis  should  not  be  a  coquet  1  There,  now,  I  have  of- 
fended you  !  I  confess  I  am  very  rude." 

"  I  am  not  offended,"  said  Florence,  almost  struggling 
with  her  tears,  and  she  added  inly,  "  Ah,  I  am' too  hap- 
py !"  There  are  some  lips  from  which  even  the  proud- 
est women  love  to  hear  the  censure  which  appears  to 
disprove  indifference. 

It  was  at  this  time  that  Lumley  Ferrers,  flushed  with 
the  success  of  his  schemes  and  projects,  entered  the 
room ;  and  his  quick  eye  fell  upon  that  corner,  in  which 
he  detected  what  appeared  to  him  a  very  alaxming  flir- 
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tation  between  his  rich  cousin  and  Ernest  Maltravers. 
He  advanced  to  the  spot,  and,  with  his  customary  frank- 
ness, extended  a  hand  to  each. 

"  Ah,  my  dear  and  fair  cousin,  give  me  your  congrat- 
ulations, and  ask  me  for  my  first  frank,  to  be  bound  up 
in  a  collection  of  autographs  by  distinguished  senators 
— it  will  sell  high  one  of  these  days.  Your  most  obe- 
dient, Mr.  Maltravers;  how  we  shall  laugh  in  our 
sleeves  at  the  humbug  of  pohtics,  when  you  and  I, 
the  best  friends  in  the  world,  sit  vis-d-vis  on  opposite 
benches.  But  why.  Lady  Florence,  have  you  never  intro- 
duced me  to  your  pet  Italian  ?  Allans  !  1  am  his  match 
in  Alfieri,  whom,  of  course,  he  swears  by,  and  whose 
verses,  by-the-way,  seem  cut  out  of  boxwood ;  the 
hardest  material  for  turning  off  that  sort  of  machinery 
that  invention  ever  hit  on." 

Thus  saying,  Ferrers  contrived,  as  he  thought,  very 
cleverly,  to  divide  a  pair  that  he  much  feared  were 
justly  formed  to  meet  by  nature  ;  and,  to  his  great  joy, 
Maltravers  shortly  afterward  withdrew. 

Ferrers,  with  the  happy  ease  that  belonged  to  his 
complacent  though  plotting  character,  soon  made  Cae- 
sarini  at  home  with  him ;  and  two  or  three  slighting  ex- 
pressions which  the  former  dropped  with  respect  to 
Maltravers,  coupled  with  some  outrageous  compliments 
to  the  Italian,  completely  won  the  heart  of  the  latter. 
The  brilliant  Florence  was  more  silent  and  subdued 
than  usual;  and  her  voice  was  softer,  though  graver, 
when  she  replied  to  Castruccio's  eloquent  appeals. 
Castruccio  was  one  of  those  men  who  talk  fine.  By 
degrees,  Lumley  lapsed  into  silence,  and  listened  to 
what  took  place  between  Lady  Florence  and  the  Itahan, 
while  appearing  to  be  deep  in  "The  Views  of  the 
Rhine"  which  lay  on  the  table. 

"  Ah,"  said  the  latter,  in  his  soft  native  tongue,  "  could 
you  know  how  I  watch  every  shade  of  that  counte- 
nance which  makes  my  heaven !  Is  it  clouded,  night 
is  with  me !  is  it  radiant,  I  am  as  the  Persian  gazing 
on  the  sun !" 

''  Why  do  you  speak  thus  to  me  i  Were  you  not  a 
poet  I  might  be  angry." 

"  You  were  not  angry  when  the  English  poet,  that 
cold  Maltravers,  spoke  to  you  perhaps  as  boldly." 

Lady  Florence  drew  up  her  haughty  head.  "  Sig- 
nor,"  said  she,  checking,  however,  her  first  impulse, 
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and  with  mildness,  "  INIr.  Maltravers  neither  flatters 
nor — " 

"  Presumes,  you  were  about  to  say,"  said  Ca;sarini, 
grinding  liis  teeth.  "  But  it  is  well — once  you  were 
less  chilling  to  the  utterance  of  my  deep  devotion." 

"  Never,  Signor  Caesarini,  never — but  when  1  thought 
it  Avas  but  the  common  gallantry  of  your  nation :  let  me 
think  so  still." 

"  No,  proud  woman,"  said  Cassarini,  fiercely,  "  no — 
liear  the  truth." 

Lady  Florence  rose  indignantly. 

"  Hear  me,"  he  continued.  "  I — I,  the  poor  foreign- 
er, the  despised  minstrel,  dare  to  lift  up  my  eyes  to 
you.     I  love  you  !" 

Never  had  Florence  Lascelles  been  so  humiliated 
and  confounded.  However  she  might  have  amused 
herself  with  the  vanity  of  Caesarini,  she  had  not  given 
him,  as  she  thought,  the  warrant  to  address  her — the 
great  Lady  Florence,  the  prize  of  dukes  and  princes — 
in  this  hardy  manner;  she  almost  fancied  him  insane. 
But  the  next  moment  she  recalled  the  warning  of  Mal- 
travers, and  felt  as  if  her  punishment  had  commenced. 

"  You  will  think  and  speak  more  calmly,  sir,  when 
Ave  meet  again ;"  and,  so  saying,  she  swept  away. 

Cajsarini  remained  rooted  to  the  spot,  with  his  dark 
countenance  expressing  such  passions  as  are  rarely  seen 
in  the  aspect  of  civilized  men. 

"  Where  do  you  lodge,  Signor  Caesarini  ]"  asked  the 
bland,  familiar  voice  of  Ferrers.  "  Let  us  walk  part  of 
the  way  togethci' — that  is,  when  you  are  tired  of  these 
hot  rooms." 

Caesarini  groaned.  "  You  are  ill,"  continued  Ferrers; 
"the  air  will  revive  you — come."  He  glided  from  the 
room,  and  the  Italian  mechanically  followed  him.  They 
"walked  together  for  some  moments  in  silence,  side  by 
side,  in  a  clear,  lovely  moonlight  night.  At  length 
Ferrers  said,  "Pardon  me,  my  dear  signor,  but  you 
may  already  have  obsei-ved  that  I  am  a  very  frank,  odd 
sort  of  a  fellow.  I  see  you  are  caught  by  the  charms 
of  my  cruel  cousin.     Can  I  serve  you  in  any  way?" 

A  man  at  all  acquainted  with  the  world  in  which  we 
live  would  have  been  suspicious  of  such  cordiality  in 
the  cousm  of  an  heiress  towards  a  very  unsuitable  as- 

Sirant.     But  Cssarini,  like  many  indifferent  poets  (but 
ke  few  good  ones) ,  had  no  com  mon  sens©.    He  thought 
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it  quite  natural  that  a  man  who  admired  his  poetry  so 
much  as  Lumley  had  declared  he  did,  should  take  a 
lively  interest  in  his  welfare ;  and  he  therefore  replied 
warmly,  "  Oh,  sir,  this  is  indeed  a  crushing  blow :  I 
dreamed  she  loved  me.  She  was  ever  flattering  and 
gentle  when  she  spoke  to  me,  and  in  verse  already  I 
had  told  her  of  my  love,  and  met  with  no  rebuke." 

"  Did  you  really  and  plainly  declare  love,  and  in  your 
own  person?" 

"  Why,  the  sentiment  was  veiled,  perhaps — put  into 
the  mouth  of  a  fictitious  character,  or  conveyed  in  an 
allegory." 

"  Oh !"  ejaculated  Ferrers,  thinking  it  very  likely  that 
the  gorgeous  Florence,  hymned  by  a  thousand  bards, 
had  done  little  more  than  cast  a  glance  over  the  lines 
that  had  cost  poor  Csesarini  such  anxious  toil  and  in- 
spired him  with  such  daring  hope — "  oh ! — and  to-night 
she  was  more  severe  ! — she  is  a  terrible  coquette,  la 
belle  Florence  !     But  perhaps  you  have  a  rival." 

"  1  feel  it — I  saw  it — I  know  it." 

"  Whom  do  you  suspect  ]" 

"  That  accursed  Maltravers.  He  crosses  me  in  every 
path — my  spirit  quails  beneath  his  whenever  we  en- 
counter.    I  read  my  doom." 

"  If  it  be  Maltravers,"  said  Ferrers,  gravely,  "  the 
danger  cannot  be  great.  Florence  has  seen  but  little 
of  him,  and  he  does  not  admire  her  much;  but  she  is  a 
great  match,  and  he  is  ambitious.  We  must  guard 
against  this  betimes,  Caesarini — for,  know  that  I  dislike 
Maltravers  as  much  as  you  do,  and  will  cheerfully  aid 
you  in  any  plan  to  blight  his  hopes  in  that  quarter." 

"  Generous,  noble  friend  !  yet  he  is  richer,  better 
born  than  I." 

"  That  may  be ;  but,  with  Lady  Florence's  position, 
all  minor  grades  of  rank  in  her  aspirants  seem  pretty 
well  levelled.  Come,  1  don't  tell  you  that  I  would  not 
sooner  she  married  a  countryman  and  ah  equal ;  but  I 
have  taken  a  liking  to  you,  and  I  detest  Maltravers. 
She  is  very  romantic — fond  of  poetry  to  a  passion — 
writes  it  herself,  I  fancy.  Oh, you'll  just  suit  her;  but, 
alas  !  how  will  you  see  her?" 

"  See  her !     What  mean  you  ?" 

"  Why,  have  you  not  declared  love  to-night  1  I 
thought  I  overheard  you.  Can  you  for  a  moment 
fancy  that,  after  such  an  avowal,  Lady  Florence  will 
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again  receive  you — that  is,  if  she  mean  to  reject  your 
suit?" 

"Fool  that  I  was  !     But  no — she  must,  she  shall." 

"Be  persuaded,  in  this  country  violence  won't  do. 
Take  my  advice  ;  write  an  humble  apology,  confess 
your  fault,  invoke  her  pity,  and,  declarmg  that  you  re- 
nounce for  ever  the  character  of  a  lover,  implore  still 
to  be  acknowledged  as  a  friend.  Be  quiet  now — hear 
me  out ;  I  am  older  than  you ;  I  know  my  cousin  ;  this 
will  pique  her  :  yonr  modesty  will  sooth,  while  your 
coldness  will  arouse  her  vanity.  Meanwhile  you  will 
watch  the  progress  of  Maltravers — 1  will  be  by  your  el- 
bow ;  and,  between  us,  to  use  a  homely  phrase,  we  will 
do  for  him.  Then  you  may  have  your  opportunity — 
clear  stage  and  fair  play." 

Caesarini  was  at  first  rebellious  ;  but  at  length  even 
he  saw  the  policy  of  the  advice.  But  Lumley  would 
not  leave  him  till  the  advice  was  adopted.  He  made 
Castruccio  accompany  him  to  a  club,  dictated  the  letter 
to  Florence,  and  undertook  its  charge.    This  was  not  all. 

"  It  is  also  necessary,"  said  Lumley,  after  a  short  but 
thoughtful  silence,  "  that  you  should  write  to  Maltrav- 
ers." 

"  And  for  what  1" 

"  I  have  my  reasons  ;  ask  him,  in  a  frank  and  friendly- 
spirit,  his  opinion  of  Lady  Florence — state  your  belief 
that  she  loves  you — and  inquire  ingenuously  what  he 
thinks  your  chances  of  happiness  in  such  a  union." 

"  But  why  this  V 

"  His  answer  may  be  useful,"  returned  Lumley,  mu- 
singly.    "  Stay,  I  will  dictate  the  letter." 

Caesarini  wondered  and  hesitated,  but  there  was  that 
about  Lumley  Ferrers  which  had  already  obtained  com- 
mand over  the  passionate  poet.  He  wrote,  therefore, 
as  Lumley  dictated,  beginning  with  some  commonplace 
doubts  as  to  the  happiness  of  marriage  in  general — ex- 
cusing himself  for  his  recent  coldness  towards  Maltrav- 
ers, and  asking  him  his  confidential  opinion  both  as  to 
Lady  Florence's  character  and  his  own  chances  of  suc- 
cess. 

This  letter,  like  the  former  one,  Lumley  sealed  and 
despatched. 

"  You  perceive,"  he  then  said  briefly  to  Cfesarini, 
"  that  it  is  the  object  of  this  letter  to  entrap  Maltravers 
into  gome  plain  and  hone.st  avowal  of  his  dislike  to  Lady 
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Florence ;  wo  may  make  good  use  of  such  expressions 
hereafter,  if  he  should  ever  prov-e  a  rival.  And  now  go 
home  to  rest — you  look  exhausted.  Adieu,  my  new 
friend." 

"  I  have  long  had  a  presentiment,"  said  Lumley  to 
his  counsellor  self,  as  he  walked  to  Great  George- 
street,  "  that  that  wild  girl  has  conceived  a  romantic 
fancy  for  Maltravers.  But  I  can  easily  prevent  such  an 
accident  ripening  into  misfortune.  Meanwhile,  I  have 
secured  a  tool  if  1  want  one.  By  Jove,  what  an  ass 
that  poet  is !  But  so  was  Cassio ;  yet  lago  made  use 
of  him.  If  lago  had  been  born  now,  and  dropped  that 
foohsh  fancy  for  revenge,  what  a  glorious  fellow  he 
would  have  been!     Pi-ime  minister,  at  least!" 

Pale,  haggard,  exhausted,  Castruccio  Cajsarini,  tra- 
versing a  length  of  way,  arrived  at  last  at  a  miserable 
lodging  in  the  suburb  of  Chelsea.  His  fortune  was  now 
gone — gone  in  supplying  the  poorest  food  to  a  craving 
and  imbecile  vanity  ;  gone,  that  its  owner  might  seem 
what  nature  never  meant  him  for — the  elegant  Lothario 
■ — the  graceful  man  of  pleasure — the  troubadour  of 
modern  life !  gone  in  horses,  and  jewels,  and  fine 
clothes,  and  gaming,  and  printing  unsaleable  poems  on 
gilt-edged  vellum  ;  gone  that  he  might  be,  not  a  greater, 
but  a  more  fashionable  man  than  Ernest  Maltravers ! 
Such  is  the  common  destiny  of  those  poor  adventurers 
who  confine  fame  to  boudoirs  and  saloons.  No  matter 
whether  they  be  poets  or  dandies,  wealthy  parvenus  or 
aristocratic  cadets,  all  equally  prove  the  adage,  that  the 
wrong  paths  to  reputation  are  strewed  with  the  wrecks 
of  peace,  fortune,  happiness,  and,  too  often,  honour ! 
And  yet  this  poor  young  man  had  dared  to  hope  for  the 
hand  of  Florence  Lascelles  !  He  had  the  common  no- 
tion of  foreigners,  that  English  girls  marry  for  love — are 
very  romantic — that,  within  the  three  seas,  heiresses 
are  as  plentiful  as  blackberries  ;  and,  for  the  rest,  his 
vanity  had  been  so  pampered  that  it  now  insinuated  it- 
self into  every  fibre  of  his  intellectual  and  moral  system. 

Caesarini  looked  cautiously  round  as  he  arrived  at  his 
door,  for  he  fancied  that,  even  in  that  obscure  place, 
persons  might  be  anxious  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  cel- 
ebrated poet ;  and  he  concealed  his  residence  from  all 
— dined  on  a  roll  when  he  did  not  dine  out,  and  left  his 
address  at  "  The  Travellers."  He  looked  round,  I  say, 
aji  J  he  did  observe  a  tall  figure,  wrapped  in  a  cloak,  that 
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had,  indeed,  followed  him  from  a  distant  and  more  pop- 
ulous part  of  the  town.  But  the  figure  turned  round 
and  vanished  instantly.  Cssarini  mounted  to  his  sec- 
ond floor.  And  about  the  middle  of  the  next  day  a 
messenger  left  a  letter  at  his  door,  containing  one  hun- 
dred pounds  in  a  blank  envelope.  Cssarini  knew  not 
the  writing  of  the  address  ;  his  pride  was  deeply  wound 
ed :  amid  all  his  penury  he  had  not  even  applied  to  his 
own  sister.  Could  it  come  from  her^^from  De  Mon- 
taigne'? He  was  lost  in  conjecture.  He  put  the  re- 
mittance aside  for  a  few  days,  for  he  had  something 
fine  in  him,  the  poor  poet !  bnt  bills  grew  pressing,  and 
necessity  hath  no  law. 

Two  days  afterward  CtEsarini  brought  to  Ferrers 
the  answer  he  had  received  from  Maltravers.  Lumley 
had  rightly  foreseen  that  the  high  spirit  of  Ernest 
would  conceive  some  indignation  at  the  coquetry  of 
Florence  in  beguilin^^he  Italian  into  hopes  never  to  be 
realized ;  that  he  wotM  express  himself  openly  and 
warmly.  He  did  so,  hdS^ver,  with  more  gentleneiss 
than  Lumley  had  anticipate4.  N 

"  This  is  not  exactly  the«'^hing,"  said  Ferrers,  ^fter 
twice  reading  the  letter ;  "  ^till  it  may  hereafter  be'^a 
strong  card  in  our  hands — weVill  keep  it." 

So  saying,  he  locked  up  the  .letter  in  his  desk,  and 
Caesarini  soon  forgot  its  existence. 


CHAPTER  V. 

"  She  was  a  phantom  of  delight 
When  first  she  gleam'd  upon  my  sight ; 
A  lovely  apparition,  sent 
To  be  a  moment's  ornament." 

Wordsworth. 

Maltravers  did  not  see  Lady  Florence  again  for 
some  weeks ;  meanwhile  Lumley  Ferrers  made  his 
debut  in  parliament.  Rigidly  adhering  to  his  plan  of 
acting  on  deliberate  system,  and  not  prone  to  overrate 
himself,  Mr.  Ferrers  did  not,  like  most  promising  new 
members,  try  the  hazardous  ordeal  of  a  great  first  speech. 
Though  bold,  fluent,  and  ready,  he  was  not  eloquent; 
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and  he  knew  that,  on  great  occasions,  when  great 
speeclt3s  are  wanted,  great  guns  hke  to  have  the  fire 
to  themselves.  Neither  did  he  sphl  upon  the  rock  of 
"  promising  young  men,"  who  stick  to  "  the  business 
of  the  house"  like  leeches,  and  quibble  on  details,  in 
return  for  which  labour  they  are  generally  voted  bores 
who  can  never  do  anything  remarkable.  But  he  spoke 
frequently,  shortly,  courageously,  and  with  a  strong 
dash  of  good-humoured  personality.  He  was  the  man 
whom  a  minister  could  get  to  say  something  wiiich 
other  people  did  not  like  to  say :  and  he  did  so  with  a 
frank  fearlessness  that  carried  off  any  seeming  violation 
of  good  taste.  He  soon  became  a  very  popular  speaker 
in  the  parliamentary  clique ;  especially  with  the  gen- 
tlemen who  crowd  the  bar,  and  never  want  to  hear  the 
argument  of  the  debate.  Between  him  and  Maltravers 
a  visible  coldness  now  existed — for  the  latter  looked 
upon  his  old  friend  (whose  principles  of  logic  led  him 
even  to  republicanism,  and  who  had  been  accustomed 
to  accuse  Ernest  of  temporizing  with  plain  truths,  if  he 
demurred  to  their  application  to  artificial  states  of  so- 
ciety) as  a  cold-blooded  and  hypocritical  adventurer; 
while  Ferrers,  seeing  that  Ernest  could  now  be  of  no 
further  use  to  him,  was  willing  enough  to  drop  a  profit- 
less intimacy.  Nay,  he  thought  it  would  be  wise  to 
pick  a  quarrel  withhim,  if  possible,  as  the  best  means 
of  banishing  a  supposed  rival  from  the  house  of  his  noble 
relation,  Lord  Saxingham.  But  no  opportunity  for  that 
step  presented  itself— so  Lumley  kept  a  fit  of  conveni- 
ent rudeness,  or  an  impromptu  sarcasm  in  reserve,  if 
ever  it  should  be  wanted. 

The  season  and  the  session  were  alike  drawing  to  a 
close,  when  Maltravers  received  a  pressing  invitation 
from  Cleveland  to  spend  a  week  at  his  villa,  which  he 
assured  Ernest  would  be  full  of  agreeable  people ;  and 
as  all  business  productive  of  debate  or  division  was 
over,  Maltravers  was  glad  to  obtain  fresh  air  and  a 
change  of  scene.  Accordingly,  he  sent  down  his  lug- 
gage and  favourite  books,  and,  one  afternoon  in  early 
August,  rode  alone  towards  Temple  Grove.  He  was 
much  dissatisfied,  perhaps  disappointed,  with  his  ex- 
perience in  public  life,  and  with  his  high-wrought  and 
over-refined  views  of  the  deficiencies  of  others  more 
prominent ;  he  was  in  a  humour  to  mingle  also  censure 
of  himself,  for  having  yielded  too  much  to  the  doubts 
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and  scruples  that  often,  in  the  early  part  of  their  career, 
beset  the  honest  and  sincere,  in  the  turbulent  whirl  of 
politics,  and  ever  tend  to  make  the  robust  hues  that 
should  belong  to  action, 

"  Sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought." 

His  mind  was  working  its  way  slowly  towards  those 
conclusions  which  sometimes  ripen  the  best  practical 
men  out  of  the  most  exalted  theorists,  and  perhaps  he 
saw  before  him  the  pleasing  prospect  flatteringly  ex- 
hibited to  another,  when  he  complained  of  being  too 
honest  for  party,  viz.,  "  of  becoming  a  very  pretty  ras- 
cal in  time!" 

For   several  weeks   he  had  not  heard  from  his  un- 
known correspondent,  and  the  time  was  come  when  he 
missed  those  letters — now  continued  for  more  than  two 
years — and  which,  in  their  eloquent  mixture  of  com- 
plaint, exhortation,  despondent  gloom,  and  declamatory 
enthusiasm,  had  often    soothed  him  in  dejection,  and 
made  him  more  sensible  of  triumph.     While  revolving 
in  his  ntind  thoughts  connected  with  these  subjects — 
and,  somehow  or  other,  with  his  more  ambitious  rever- 
ies were  always  mingled  musings  of  curiosity  respect- 
ing his  correspondent — he  was  struck  by  tlie  beauty 
of  a  little  girl,  of  about   eleven   years   old,  who  was 
walking  with  a  I'emale  attendant  on  the  footpath  that 
skirted    the  road.     I  said  that  he  was  struck  by  her 
beauty,  but  that  is  a  wrong  expression ;  it  was  rather 
the  charm  of  her  countenance  than  the  perfection  of 
her  features  which  arrested  the  gaze  of  Maltravers — 
a  chariri  that  might  not  have  existed  for    others,  but 
was  inexpressively  attractive  to  him,  and  was  so  much 
apart  from  the  vulgar  fascination  of  mere  beauty,  that 
it  would  have  equally  touched  a  chord  at  his  heart,  if 
coupled  with  homely  features  or  a  bloomless   cheek. 
This  charm  was  in  a  wonderful  innocence  and  dovelike 
softness  of  expression.     We  all  form  to  ourselves  some 
bean  ideal  of  the  "  fair  spirit"  we  desire  as  our  earthly 
"  minister,"  and  somewhat  capriciously  gauge  and  pro- 
portion our  admiration  of  living  shapes  according  as  the 
heau  ideal  is  more   or  less   imbodied   or  approached. 
Beauty,  of  a  stamp  that  is  not  familiar  to  the  dreams 
of  our  fancy,  may  win  the  cold  homage  of  our  judg- 
ment, while  a  look,  a  feature,  a  something  that  realizes 
and  calls  up  a  boyish  vision,  and  assimilates  even  dis- 
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tantly  to  the  picture  we  wear  within  us,  has  a  loveli- 
ness peculiar  to  our  eyes,  and  kindles  an  emotion  that 
almost  seems  to  belong  to  memory.  It  is  this  which 
the  Platonists  felt  when  they  wildly  supposed  that  souls 
attracted  to  each  other  on  earth  had  been  united  in  an 
earlier  being  and  a  diviner  sphere  ;  and  there  was  in 
the  young  face  on  which  Ernest  gazed  precisely  this 
ineffable  harmony  with  his  preconceived  notions  of  the 
beautiful.  Many  a  nightly  and  noonday  revery  was 
realized  in  those  mild  yet  smiling  eyes  of  the  darkest 
blue  ;  in  that  ingenuous  breadth  of  brow,  with  its  slight- 
ly pencilled  arches,  and  the  nose,  not  cut  in  that  sharp 
and  clear  symmetry  which  looks  so  lovely  in  marble, 
but  usually  gives  to  flesh  and  blood  a  decided  and  hard 
character,  that  better  becomes  the  sterner  than  the 
gentler  sex — no ;  not  moulded  in  the  pure  Grecian  or 
in  the  pure  Roman  cast ;  but  small,  delicate,  with  the 
least  possible  inclination  to  turn  upward,  that  was  only 
to  be  detected  in  one  position  of  the  head,  and  served 
to  give  a  prettier  archness  to  the  sweet  flexile  lips, 
which,  from  the  gentleness  of  their  repose,  seemed  to 
smile  unconsciously,  but  rather  from  a  happy  constitu- 
tional serenity  than  from  the  giddiness  of  mirth.  Such 
was  the  character  of  this  fair  child's  countenance,  on 
which  Maltravers  turned  and  gazed  involuntarily  and 
reverently,  with  something  of  the  admiring  delight  with 
which  we  look  upon  the  Virgin  of  a  Raff'aelle  or  the 
sunset  landscape  of  a  Claude.  The  girl  did  not  appear 
to  feel  any  premature  coquetry  at  the  evident  though 
respectful  admiration  she  excited.  She  met  the  eyes 
bent  upon  her,  brilliant  and  eloquent  as  they  were,  with 
a  fearlpss  and  unsuspecting  gaze,  and  pointed  out  to 
her  companion,  with  all  a  child's  quick  and  unrestrained 
impulse,  the  shining  and  raven  gloss,  the  arched  and 
haughty  neck,  of  Ernest's  beautiful  Arabian. 

Now  there  happened  between  Maltravers  and  the 
young  object  of  his  admiration  a  little  adventure,  which 
served,  perhaps,  to  fix  in  her  recollection  this  short  en- 
counter with  a  stranger ;  for  certain  it  is,  that,  years 
after,  she  did  remember  both  the  circumstances  of  the 
adventure  and  the  features  of  Maltravers.  She  wore 
one  of  those  large  straw  hats  which  look  so  pretty  upon 
children,  and  the  warmth  of  the  day  made  her  untie  the 
strings  which  confined  it.  A  gentle  breeze  arose  as, 
by  a  turn  in  the  road,  the  country  became  more  open, 
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and  suddenly  wafted  the  hat  from  its  proper  post — al- 
most to  the  hoofs  of  Ernest's  horse.  The  child  natu- 
rally made  a  spring  forward  to  arrest  the  deserter,  and 
her  foot  slipped  down  the  bank,  which  was  rather 
steeply  raised  above  the  road;  she  uttered  a  low  cry 
of  pain.  To  dismount,  to  regain  the  prize,  and  to  re- 
store it  to  its  owner  was,  with  Ernest,  the  work  of  a 
moment  ;  the  poor  girl  had  twisted  her  ankle,  and  was 
leaning  upon  her  servant  for  support.  But  when  she 
saw  the  anxiety,  and  almost  the  alarm,  upon  the  stran- 
ger's face  (and  her  exclamation  of  pain  had  literally 
thrilled  his  heart — so  much  and  so  unaccountably  had 
she  excited  his  interest),  she  made  an  effort  at  self-con- 
trol not  common  at  her  years,  and,  with  a  forced  smile, 
assured  him  she  was  not  much  hurt — that  it  was  no- 
thing— that  she  was  just  at  home. 

"Oh,  miss!"  said  the  servant,  "  I  am  sure  you  are 
very  bad.  Dear  heart,  how  angry  master  will  be.  It 
was  not  my  fault,  was  it,  sir  !" 

"Oh,  no,  it  was  not  your  fault,  Margaret ;» don't  be 
frightened — papa  sha'n't  blame  you.  But  I'm  much 
better  now."  So  saying,  she  tried  to  walk,  but  the 
effort  was  vain;  she  turned  yet  more  pale,  and,  though 
she  struggled  to  prevent  a  shriek,  the  tears  rolled  down 
her  cheeks. 

It  was  very  odd,  but  Maltravers  had  never  felt  more 
touched  ;  the  tears  stood  in  his  own  eyes ;  he  longed 
to  carry  her  in  his  arms,  but,  child  as  she  was,  a  strange 
kind  of  nervous  timidity  forbade  him.  Margaret,  per- 
haps, expected  it  of  him,  for  she  looked  hard  in  his 
face  before  she  attempted  a  burden  to  which,  being  a 
small,  slight  person,  she  was  by  no  means  equal.  How- 
ever, after  a  pause,  she  took  up  her  charge,  who, 
ashamed  of  her  tears  and  almost  overcome  with  pain, 
nestled  her  head  in  the  woman's  bosom,  and  Maltravers 
walked  by  her  side,  while  his  docile  and  well-trained 
horse  followed  at  a  distance,  every  now  and  then  put- 
ting his  forelegs  on  the  bank,  and  cropping  away  a 
mouthful  of  leaves  from  the  hedgerow. 

"Oh,  Margaret!"  said  the  httle  sufferer,  "I  cannot 
bear  it — indeed  I  cannot." 

And  Maltravers  observed  that  Margaret  had  permitted 
the  lamed  foot  to  hang  down  unsupported,  so  that  the 
pain  must  indeed  have  been  scarcely  bearable.  He 
could  restrain  himself  no  longer. 
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"You  are  not  strong  enough  to  carry  her,"  said  he, 
sharply,  to  the  servant ;  and  the  next  moment  the  child 
was  in  his  arms.  Oh,  with  what  anxious  tenderness  he 
bore  her !  and  he  was  so  happy  when  she  turned  her 
face  to  him,  and  smiled,  and  told  him  she  now  scarcely 
felt  the  pain.  If  it  were  possible  to  be  in  love  with  a 
child  of  eleven  years  old,  Maltravers  was  almost  in 
love.  His  pnlses  trembled  as  he  felt  her  pure  breath  on 
his  cheek,  and  her  rich  beautiful  -hair  was  waved  by 
the  breeze  across  his  lips.  He  hushed  his  voice  to  a 
whisper  as  he  poured  forth  all  the  soothing  and  com- 
forting expressions  which  give  a  natural  eloquence  to 
persons  fond  of  children — and  Ernest  Maltravers  was 
the  idol  of  children  ;  he  understood  and  sympathized 
with  them;  he  had  a  great  deal  of  the  child  himself 
beneath  the  rough  and  cold  husk  of  his  proud  reserve. 
At  length  they  came  to  a  lodge,  and  Margaret,  eagerly 
inquiring  "  whether  master  and  missus  were  at  home," 
seemed  delighted  to  hear  they  were  not.  Ernest,  how- 
ever, insisted  on  bearing  his  charge  across  the  lawn  to 
the  house,  which,  like  most  suburban  villas,  was  but  a 
stone's  throw  from  the  lodge;  and,  receiving  the  most 
positive  promise  that  surgical  advice  should  be  imme- 
diately sent  for,  lie  was  forced  to  content  himself  with 
laying  the  sufferer  on  a  sofa  in  the  drawing-room  ;  and 
she  thanked  him  so  prettily,  and  assured  him  she  was 
so  much  easier,  that  he  would  have  given  the  world  to 
kiss  her.  The  child  had  completed  her  conquest  over 
him  by  being  •aboji'e  tk0  chM'^i  9rd|n|iFy  Jittleness  of 
making  the  worst  of  tningsT^  order  to  obtain  the  con- 
sequence and  dignity  of  being  pitied ;  she  was  evidently 
unselfish  and  considerate  for  others.  He  did  kiss  her, 
but  it  was  the  hand  that  he  kissed,  and  no  cavalier  ever 
kissed  his  lady's  hand  with  more  respect ;  and  then,  for 
the  first  time,  the  child  blushed  ;  then,  for  the  first  time, 
she  felt  as  if  the  day  would  come  when  she  should  be 
a  child  no  longer!  Why  was  this'?  perhaps  because 
it  is  an  era  in  life ;  the  first  sign  of  a  tenderness  that 
inspires  respect,  not  familiarity  ! 

"  If  ever  I  could  be  in  love,"  said  Maltravers,  as  he 
spurred  on  his  road,  "  I  really  think  it  would  be  with 
that  exquisite  child.  My  feehng  is  more  like  that  of 
love  at  first  sight  than  any  emotion  which  beauty  ever 
caused   in  me.      Alice — Valerie — no;    the  Jirst  sight 


102  THE  child's  parentage. 

of  them  did  not :  but  what  folly  is  this !   a  child  of 
eleven,  and  1  verging  upon  thirty!" 

Still,  however,  folly  as  it  might  be,  the  image  of  that 
yoinig  girl  haunted  Mallravers  for  many  days ;  till 
change  of  scene,  the  distractions  of  society,  the  grave 
thoughts  of  manhood,  and,  above  all,  a  serie  -  of  exciting 
circumstances  about  to  be  narrated,  gradually  obliter- 
ated a  strange  and  most  delightful  impression.  He  had 
learned,  however,  that  Mr.  Templeton  wasihe  proprietor 
of  the  villa  which  was  the  cliild's  home.  He  wrote  to 
Ferrers  to  narrate  the  incident,  and  to  inquire  after  the 
sufferer.  In  due  time  he  heard  from  that  gentleman 
that  the  child  was  recovered,  and  gone  with  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Templeton  to  Brighton,  for  change  of  air  and  sea- 
bathing. 


END  OF  BOOK  VU. 
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BOOK    VIII. 

CHAPTER  I. 

"  Notitiam  primosque  gradus  vicinia  fecit." — Ovid. 

Cleveland's  villa  was  full,  and  of  persons  usually 
called  agreeable.  Among  the  rest  was  Lady  Florence 
Lascelles.  The  wise  old  man  had  ever  counselled 
Maltravers  not  to  marry  too  young  ;  but  neither  did  he 
wish  him  to  put  off  that  momentous  epoch  of  life  till  all 
the  bloom  of  heart  and  emotion  was  passed  away.  He 
thought,  with  the  old  lawgivers,  that  thirty  was  the 
happy  age  for  forming  a  connexion,  in  the  choice  of 
which,  with  the  reason  of  manhood,  ought,  perhaps,  to 
be  ble.nded  the  passion  of  youth.  And  he  saw  that  few 
men  were  more  capable  than  Maltravers  of  the  true  en- 
joyments of  domestic  life.  He  had  long  thought,  also, 
that  none  were  more  calculated  to  sympathize  with 
Ernest's  views,  and  appreciate  his  peculiar  character, 
than  the  gifted  and  brilliant  Florence  Lascelles.  Cleve- 
land looked  with  toleration  on  her  many  eccentricities 
of  thought  and  conduct — eccentricities  which  he  ima- 
gined would  rapidly  melt  away  beneath  the  influence  of 
that  attachment  which  usually  operates  so  great  a  change 
in  women ;  and,  where  it  is  strongly  and  intensely  felt, 
moulds  even  those  of  the  most  obstinate  character  into 
compliance  or  similitude  with  the  sentiments  or  habits 
of  its  object. 

The  stately  self-control  of  Maltravers  was,  he  con- 
ceived, precisely  that  quality  that  gives  to  men  an  un- 
conscious command  over  the  very  thoughts  of  the  wo- 
man whose  affection  they  win:  while,  on  the  other 
hand,  he  hoped  that  the  fancy  and  enthusiasm  of  Flor- 
ence would  tend  to  render  sharper  and  more  practical 
an  ambition  which  seemed  to  the  sober  man  of  the 
world  too  apt  to  refine  upon  the  means,  and  to  cui  bono 
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the  objects  of  worldly  distinction.  Besides,  Cleveland 
was  one  who  thoroughly  appreciated  the  advantages  of 
wealth  and  station  ;  and  the  rank  and  the  dower  of  Flor- 
ence were  such  as  would  force  Maltravers  into  a  posi- 
tion in  social  life  which  could  not  fail  to  make  new 
exactions  upon  talents  which  Cleveland  fancied  were 
precisely  those  adapted  rather  to  command  than  to 
serve.  In  Ferrers  he  recognised  a  man  to  get  into 
power — in  Maltravers  one  by  whom  power,  if  ever  at- 
tained, would  be  wielded  with  dignity,  and  exerted  for 
great  uses.  Something,  therefore,  higher  than  mere 
covetousness  for  the  vulgar  interests  of  Maltravers, 
made  Cleveland  desire  to  secure  to  him  the  heart  and 
hand  of  the  great  heiress ;  and  he  fancied  that,  what- 
ever might  be  the  obstacle,  it  would  not  be  in  the  will 
of  Lady  Florence  herself.  He  prudently  resolved, 
however,  to  leave  matters  to  their  natural  course.  Ho 
hinted  nothing  to  one  party  or  the  other.  No  place  for 
falling  in  love  like  a  large  country-house,  and  no  time 
for  it,  among  the  indolent  well-born,  like  the  close  of  a 
London  season,  when,  jaded  by  small  cares  and  sick- 
ened of  hollow  intimacies,  even  the  coldest  may  well 
yearn  for  the  tones  of  affection — the  excitement  of  an 
honest  emotion. 

Somehow  or  other  it  happened  that  Florence  and 
Ernest,  after  the  first  day  or  two,  were  constantly  thrown 
together.  She  rode  on  horseback,  and  Maltravers  was 
by  her  side ;  they  made  excursions  on  the  river,  and 
they  sat  on  the  same  bench  in  the  gliding  pleasure-boat. 
In  the  evenings,  the  younger  guests,  with  the  assistance 
of  the  neighbouring  families,  often  got  up  a  dance  in  a 
temporary  pavilion  built  out  of  the  dining-room.  Ernest 
never  danced.  Florence  did  at  first.  But  once,  as  she 
was  conversing  with  Maltravers  when  a  gay  guardsman 
came  to  claim  her  promised  hand  in  the  waltz,  she 
seemed  struck  by  a  grave  change  in  Ernest's  face. 

"  Do  you  never  waltz?"  she  asked,  while  the  guards- 
man was  searching  for  a  corner  wherein  safely  to  de- 
posite  his  hat. 

"  No,"  said  he,  "  yet  there  is  no  impropriety  in  mif 
waltzing." 

"  And  you  mean  that  there  is  in  mine  V 

"  Pardon  me — I  did  not  say  so." 

"■  But  you  think  it." 

"  Nay,  on  consideration,  I  am  glad,  perhaps,  that  you 
do  waltz." 
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"  You  are  mysterious." 

"  Well,  then,  I  mean  that  you  are  precisely  the  wo- 
man I  would  never  fall  in  love  with.  And  I  feel  the 
danger  is  lessened  when  I  see  you  destroy  any  one  of 
my  illusions,  or,  f  ought  to  say,  attack  any  one  of  my 
prejudices." 

Lady  Florence  coloured ;  but  the  guardsman  and  the 
niu^c  left  her  no  time  to  reply.  However,  after  that 
night  she  waltzed  no  more.  She  was  unwell — she  de- 
clared she  was  ordered  not  to  dance,  and  so  quadrilles 
were  relinquished  as  yell  as  the  waltz. 

Mallravers  could  not  but  be  touched  and  flattered  by 
this  regard  for  his  opinion ;  but  Florence  contrived  to 
testify  it  so  a-S-  to  forbid  acknowledgment,  since  another 
motive  had  been  found  for  it.  The  second  evening  after 
that  commemorated  by  Ernest's  candid  rudeness,  they 
chanced  to  meet  in  the  conservatory,  which  was  con- 
nected with  the  ball-room  ;  and  Ernest,  pausing  to 
inquir^ after  her  health,  wts  struck  by  the  listless"  and 
dejected  sadness  which  ^pake  in  her  tone  and  counte- 
nancejas  she  replied  to  him.*" 

"  I^p*  Lady  Florence,"  said  he,  "  I  fear  you  are 
worslphan  you  will  confess.^* You  should  shun  these 
draughts.  You  owe  it  to  your'"'friends  t<|be  more  care- 
ful of  yourself." 

"  Friends  !"  said  Lady  Florence,  bitterly — "  I  have 
no  friends !  Even  ray  poor  father  would  not  absent 
•  himself  from  a  cabinet-dinner  a  week  after  I  was  dead. 
But  that  is  the  condition  of  public  life  ;  its  hot  and  sear- 
ing blaze  puts  out  the  lights  of  all  lesser  but  not  unho- 
lier  affections.  Friends !  Fate,  'that  made  Florence 
Lascelles  the  envied  heiress,  denied  her  brothers,  sis- 
ters ;  and  the  hour  of  her  birth  lost  her  even  the  love 
of  a  mother  !     Friends !  where  shall  I  find  them  ]" 

As  she  ceased  she  turned  to  the  open  casement,  and 
stepped  out  into  the  verandah,  and  by  the  trembling  of 
her  voice  Ernest  felt  that  she  had  done  so  to  hide  or 
to  suppress  her  tears. 

"  Yet,"  said  he,  following  her,  "  there  is  one  class  of 
more  distant  friends  whose  interest  Lady  Florence 
Jjascelles  cannot  fail  to  secure,  however  she  may  dis- 
dain it.  Among  the  humblest  of  that  class  suffer  me  to 
rank  myself.  Come,  I  assume  the  privilege  of  advice — 
the  night  air  is  a  luxury  you  must  not  indulge." 

"No,  no,  it  refreshes  me— it  sooths.    You  misua- 
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derstand  me ;  I  have  no   illness  that  still  skies  and 
sleeping  flowers  can  increase." 

Maltravers,  as  is  evident,  was  not  in  love  with  Flor- 
ence, but  he  could  not  fail,  brought,,  as 'he  had  lately 
been,  under  the  direct  influence  of  her  rare  and  prodigal 
gifts,  mental  and  personal,  to  feel  for  her  a  strong  and 
even  aff"ectionate  interest;  the  very  frankness  with 
which  he  was  accustomed  to  speak  to  her,  and*  the 
many  links  of  communion  there  necessarily  were  be- 
tween himself  and  a  mind  so  naturally  powerful  and  so 
richly  cultivated,  had  already  estsfolished  their  acquaint- 
ance upon  an  intimate  footing. 

"  I  cannot  restrain  you.  Lady  Florence,"  said  he, 
half  smiling,  "but  my  conscience  will  ndflet  me  be  an 
accomplice.  I  will  turn  king's  evidence,  and  hunt  out 
Lord  Saxinghani  to  send  him  to  you." 

Lady  Florence,  whose  face  was  averted  from  his,  did 
not  appear  to  hear  him. 

"  And  you,  IMr.  Maltraverl,"  turning  quickly  round — 
"  you — have  you  friends  1  /®o  you  feel  that'th^e  are,  I 
do  not  say  public,  but  private  affections  and  djy|jj^,  for 
which  life  is  made  less  a  possession  than  a^rus^P 

"  Lady  Florence — no^J  have  friends,  it  is  trf^  and 
Cleveland  is^5frthe  nearest ;  but  the  life  within  life — the 
second  self,  in  whom  we  vest  the  right  and  mastery 
over  our  own  being — I  know  it  not.  But  is  it,"  he 
added,  after  a  pause,  "  a  rare  privation  1  Perhaps  it  i§ 
a  happy  one.  I  have  learned  to  lean  on  my  own  soul, #5 
and  not  look  elsewhere  for  the  reeds  that  a  wind  can 
break." 

"Ah,  it  is  a  cold  philosophy;  you  may  reconcile 
yourself  to  its  wisdom  in  the  world,  in  the  hum  and 
shock  of  men ;  but  in  solitude,  with  Nature — ah,  no ! 
While  the  mind  alone  is  occupied,  you  may  be  contented 
with  the  pride  of  stoicism  ;  but  there  are  moments  when 
the  heart  wakens  as  from  a  sleep — wakens  like  a  fright- 
ened child — to  feel  itself  alone  and  in  the  dark." 

Ernest  was  silent,  and  Florence  continued,  in  an  al- 
tered voice.  "  This  is  a  strange  conversation ;  and  you 
must  think  me  indeed  a  wild,  romance-reading  person, 
as  the  world  is  apt  to  call  me.  But  if  I  live — I — pshaw ! 
life  denies  ambition  to  women." 

"  If  a  woman  like  you.  Lady  Florence,  should  ever 
love,  it  will  be  one  in  whose  career  you  may  perhaps 
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find  that  noblest  of  all  ambitions — the  ambition  women 
only  feel — the  ambition  for  another !" 

"Ah,  but  I  shall  never  love,"  said  Lady  Florence, 
and  her  cheek  grew  pale  as  the  starlight  shone  on  it ; 
"still,  perhaps,"  she  added,  quickly,  "I  may  at  least 
know  the  blessing  of  friendship.  Why,  now,"  and  here, 
approaching  Maltravers,  she  laid  her  hand  with  a  winning 
frankness  on  his  arm — "  why,  now,  should  not  we  be  to 
each  other  as  if  love,  as  you  call  it,  were  not  a  thing  for 
earth,  and  friendship  supplied  its  place  1  There  is  no 
danger  of  our  falling  in  love  with  each  other.  You  are 
not  vain  enough  to  expect  it  in  me,  and  I,  you  know,  am 
a  coquette ;  let  us  be  friends,  confidants ;  at  least  till 
you  marry,  or  I  give  another  the  right  to  control  my 
friendship  and  monopolize  my  secrets." 

Maltravers  was  startled ;  the  sentiment  Florence  ad- 
dressed to  him,  he,  in  words  not  dissimilar,  had  once 
addressed  to  Valerie. 

"  The  world,"  said  he,  kissing  the  hand  that  yet  lay 
on  his  arm,  "  the  world  will — " 

"  Oh,  you  men !  the  world,  the  world !  Everything 
gentle,  everything  pure,  everything  noble,  highwrought, 
and  holy,  is  to  be  squared,  and  cribbed,  and  maimed  to 
the  rule  and  measure  of  the  world  !  The  world — are 
you,  too,  its  slave  1  Do  you  not  despise  its  hollow  cant — 
its  methodical  hypocrisy  ?" 

"  Heartily,"  said  Ernest  Maltravers,  almost  with 
fierceness ;  "  no  man  ever  scorned  its  false  gods  and 
its  miserable  creeds  —its  war  upon  the  weak — its  fawn- 
ing upon  the  great — its  ingratitude  to  benefactors — its 
sordid  league  with  mediocrity  against  excellence.  Yes, 
in  proportion  as  I  love  mankind,  I  despise  and  detest 
that  worse  than  Venetian  oligarchy  which  mankind  set 
over  them  and  call  '  the  world.'  " 

And  then  it  was,  warmed  by  the  excitement  of  re- 
leased feelings,  long  and  carefully  shrouded,  that  this 
man,  ordinarily  so  calm  and  self-possessed,  poured 
burningly  and  passionately  forth  all  those  tumultuous 
and  almost  tremendous  thoughts  which,  however  much 
we  may  regulate,  control,  or  disguise  them,  lurk  deep 
within  the  souls  of  all  of  us,  the  seeds  of  the  eternal 
war  between  the  natural  man  and  the  artificial ;  between 
our  wilder  genius  and  our  social  conventionalities ; 
thoughts  that  from  time  to  time  break  forth  into  the 
harbingers  of  vain  and  fruitless  revolutions,  impotent 
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Struggles  against  destiny  ;  thoughts  that  good  and  wise 
men  would  be  slow  to  promulge  and  propagate,  for  they 
are  of  a  fire  which  burns  as  well  as  brightens,  and 
which  spreads  from  heart  to  heart,  as  a  spark  spreads 
amid  flax ;  thoughts  which  are  rifest  where  natures  are 
most  high,  but  belong  to  truths  that  virtue  dare  not  tell 
aloud.  And,  as  Maltravers  spoke,  with  his  eyes  flashing 
almost  intolerable  light,  his  breast  heaving,  his  form 
duated,  never,  to  the  eyes  of  Florence  Lascelles,  did  he 
seem  so  great ;  the  chains  that  bound  the  strong  limbs 
of  his  spirit  seemed  snapped  asunder,  and  all  his  soul 
was  visible  and  towering,  as  a  thing  that  has  escaped 
slavery,  and  lifts  its  crest  to  heaven,  and  feels  that  it  is 
free. 

That  evening  saw  a  new  bond  of  alliance  between 
these  two  persons :  young,  handsome,  and  opposite 
sexes,  they  agreed  to  be  friends,  and  nothing  more ! 
Fools ! 


CHAPTER  II. 

"  Idem  velle,  et  idem  nolle,  ea  demum  firma  amicitia  est." 

Sallust. 

«  Corlos.  That  letter. 

Princess  Eboli.  Oh,  I  shall  die.     Return  it  instantly." 

Schiller. — Don  Carlos. 

It  seemed  as  if  the  compact  Maltravers  and  Lady 
Florence  had  entered  into  removed  whatever  embar- 
rassment and  reserve  had  previously  existed.  They 
now  conversed  with  an  ease  and  freedom  not  common  in 
persons  of  diff"erent  sexes  before  they  have  passed  their 
grand  chmacteric.  Ernest,  in  ordinary  life,  like  most 
men  of  warm  emotions  and  strong  imagination,  if  not 
taciturn,  was  at  least  guarded.  It  was  as  if  a  weight 
were  taken  from  his  breast,  when  he  found  one  person 
who  could  understand  him  best  when  he  was  most  can- 
did. His  eloquence,  his  poetry,  his  intense  and  con- 
centrated enthusiasm  found  a  voice.  He  could  talk  to 
an  individual  as  he  would  have  written  to  the  public — a 
rare  happiness  to  us  men  of  books. 
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Florence  seemed  to  recover  her  health  and  spirits  as 
by  a  miracle ;  yet  was  she  more  gentle,  more  subdued 
than  of  old  ;  there  was  less  effort  to  shine,  less  indiffer- 
ence whether  she  shocked.  Persons  who  had  not  met 
her  before  wondered  why  she  was  dreaded  in  society. 
But  at  times  a  great  natural  irritability  of  temper — a 
quick  suspicion  of  the  motives  of  those  around  her — an 
imperious  and  obstinate  vehemence  of  will,  were  visible 
to  Maltravers,  and  served,  perhaps,  to  keep  him  heart- 
whole.  He  regarded  her  through  the  eyes  of  the  intel- 
lect, not  those  of  the  passions  ;  he  thought  not  of  her 
as  a  woman ;  her  very  talents,  her  very  grandeur  of 
idea,  and  power  of  purpose,  while  they  delighted  him 
in  conversation,  diverted  hi^  imagination  from  dwelling 
on  her  beauty.  He  looked  on  her  as  something  apart 
from  her  sex ;  a  glorious  creature  spoiled  by  being  a  wo- 
man. He  once  told  her  so,  laughingly,  and  Florence 
considered  it  a  compliment.  Poor  Florence,  her  scorn 
of  her  sex  avenged  her  sex,  and  robbed  her  of  her  prop- 
er destiny ! 

Cleveland  silently  observed  their  intimacy,  and  lis- 
tened with  a  quiet  smile  to  the  gossips  who  pointed  out 
teted-tetes  by  the  terrace  and  loiterings  by  the  lawn, 
and  predicted  what  would  come  of  it  all.  Lord  Saxing- 
ham  was  blind.  But  his  daughter  was  of  age,  in  pos- 
session of  her  princely  fortune,  and  had  long  made  him 
sensible  of  her  independence  of  temper.  His  lordship, 
however,  thoroughly  misunderstood  the  character  of 
her  pride,  and  felt  fully  convinced  she  would  marry  no 
one  less  than  a  duke  ;  as  for  flirtations,  he  thought  them 
natural  and  innocent  amusements.  Besides,  he  was 
very  little  at  Temple  Grove.  He  went  to  London  every 
morning  after  breakfasting  in  his  own  room  ;  came  back 
to  dine,  play  at  whist,  and  talk  good-humoured  non- 
sense to  Florence  in  his  dressing-room  for  the  three 
minutes  that  took  place  between  his  sipping  his  wine- 
and-water  and  the  appearance  of  his  valet.  As  for  the 
other  guests,  it  was  not  their  business  to  do  more  than 
gossip  with  each  other  ;  and  so  Florence  and  Maltrav- 
ers went  on  their  way  unmolested,  though  not  unob- 
served. Maltravers,  not  being  himself  in  love,  never 
fancied  that  Lady  Florence  loved  him,  or  that  she  would 
be  in  any  danger  of  doing  so  ;  this  is  a  mistake  a  man 
often  commits,  a  woman  never.  A  woman  always 
knows  when  she  is  loved,  though  she  often  imagines 
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she  is  loved  when  she  is  not.  Florence  was  not  happy, 
for  happiness  is  a  calm  feeling.  But  she  Was  excited 
with  a  vague,  wild,  intoxicating  emotion. 

She  had  learned  from  Maltravers  that  she  had  been 
misinformed  by  Ferrers,  and  that  no  other  claimed  "em- 
pire over  his  heart ;  and  whether  or  not  he  loved  her, 
still  for  the  present  they  seemed  all  in  all  to  each  other; 
she  lived  but  for  the  present  day,  she  would  not  think  of 
the  morrow. 

Since  that  severe  illness  which  had  tended  so  much 
to  alter  Ernest's  mode  of  life,  he  had  not  come  before 
the  public  as  an  author.  Latterly,  however,  the  old 
habit  hid  broken  out  again.  With  the  comparative 
idleness  of  recent  years — the  ideas  and  feehngs  which 
crowd  so  fast  on  the  poetical  temperament,  once  in- 
dulged, had  accumulated  within  him  to  an  excess  that 
demanded  vent.  For  with  some,  to  write  is  not  a  vague 
desire,  but  an  imperious  destiny.  The  fire  is  kindled, 
and  must  break  forth  ;  the  wings  are  fledged,  and  the 
birds  must  leave  their  nest.  The  communication  of 
thought  to  man  is  implanted  as  an  instinct  in  those 
breasts  to  which  God  has  intrusted  the  solemn  agencies 
of  genius.  In  the  work  which  Maltravers  now  com- 
posed he  consulted  Florence  :  his  confidence  delighted 
her  ;  it  was  a  compliment  she  could  appreciate.  Wild, 
fervid,  impassioned  was  that  work,  a  brief  and  holyday 
creation — the  youngest  and  most  beloved  of  the  chil- 
dren of  his  brain.  And  as  day  by  day  the  bright  design 
grew  into  shape,  and  thought  and  imagination  found 
themselves  "  local  habitations,"  Florence  felt  as  if  she 
were  admitted  into  the  palace  of  the  genii,  and  made 
acquainted  with  the  mechanism  of  those  spells  and 
charms  with  which  the  preternatural  powers  of  mind 
design  the  witchery  of  the  world.  Ah,  how  diff'erent  in 
depth  and  majesty  were  those  intercommunications  of 
idea  between  Ernest  Maltravers  and  a  woman  scarcely 
inferior  to  himself  in  capacity  and  acquirement,  from 
that  bridge  of  shadowy  and  dim  sympathies  which  the 
enthusiastic  boy  had  once  built  up  between  his  own 
poetry  of  knowledge  and  Alice's  poetry  of  love  ! 

It  was  one  late  afternoon  in  September,  when  the  sun 
was  slowly  going  down  its  western  way,  that  Lady 
Florence,  who  had  been  all  that  morning  in  her  own 
room — paying  off,  as  she  said,  the  dull  arrears  of  cor- 
respondence, rather  on  Lord  Saxingham's  account  than 
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her  own ;  for  he  punctiliously  exacted  from  her  the 
most  scrupulous  attention  to  cousins  fifty  times  re- 
moved, provided  they  were  rich,  clever,  well  off,  or  in 
any  way  of  consequence  :  it  was  one  afternoon  that, 
relieved  from  these  avocations,  Lady  Florence  strolled 
through  the  grounds  with  Cleveland.  The  gentlemen 
were  still  in  the  stubble-fields,  the  ladies  were  out  in 
barouches  and  pony  phaetons — and  Cleveland  and  Lady 
Florence  were  alone. 

Apropos  of  Florence's  epistolary  employment,  their 
conversation  fell  upon  that  most  charming  species  of 
literature,  which  joins  with  the  interest  of  a  novel  the 
truth  of  a  history — the  French  memoir  and  letj^r  wri- 
ters. It  was  a  part  of  literature  in  which  Cleveland 
was  thoroughly  at  home. 

"  Those  agreeable  and  polished  gossips,"  said  he, 
"  how  well  they  contrive  to  introduce  nature  into  art ! 
Everything  artificial  seems  so  natural  to  them.  They 
even  feel  by  a  kind  of  clockwork,  which  seems  to  go 
better  than  the  heart  itself.  Those  pretty  sentiments, 
those  delicate  gallantries  of  Madame  de  Sevigne  to  her 
daughter,  how  amiable  they  are — but,  somehow  or  other, 
I  can  never  fancy  them  the  least  motherly.  What  an 
ending  for  a  maternal  epistle  is  that  elegant  compliment 
— '  Songez  que  de  tons  les  cffiurs  oij  vous  regnez,  il  n'y 
en  a  aucun  ou  votre  empire  soit  si  bien  etabli  que  dans 
le  mien.'  I  can  scarcely  fancy  Lord  Saxingham  writing 
so  to  you.  Lady  Florence." 

"  No,  indeed,"  replied  Lady  Florence,  smiling.  "  Nei- 
ther papas  nor  mammas  in  England  are  much  addicted 
to  compliment ;  but  I  confess  I  like  preserving  a  sort 
of  gallantry,  even  in  our  most  familiar  connexions — 
why  should  we  not  carry  the  imagination  into  all  the 
aff'ections]" 

"  1  can  scarce  answer  the  why,"  returned  Cleveland ; 
"  but  I  think  it  would  destroy  the  reality.  I  am  rather 
of  the  old  school.  If  I  had  a  daughter,  and  asked  her 
to  get  my  slippers,  I  am  afraid  I  should  think  it  a  little 
wearisome  if  I  had,  in  receiving  them,  to  make  des  bel- 
les phrases  in  return." 

While  they  were  thus  talking,  and  Lady  Florence 
continued  to  press  her  side  of  the  question,  they  passed 
through  a  little  grove  that  conducted  to  an  arm  of  the 
stream  which  ornamented  the  grounds,  and,  by  its  quiet 
and  shadowy  gloom,  was  meant  to  give  a  contrast  to 
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the  livelier  features  of  the  domain.  Here  they  came 
suddenly  upon  Maltravers.  He  was  walking  by  the  side 
of  the  brook,  and  evidently  absorbed  in  thought. 

It  was  the  trembling  of  Lady  Florence's  hand  as  it 
lay  on  Cleveland's  arm  that  induced  him  .to  stop  short 
in  an  animated  commentary  on  Rochefoucault's  charac- 
ter of  Cardinal  de  Retz,  and  look  round. 

"  Ha  !  most  meditative  Jacques,"  said  he,  "  and  what 
new  moral  hast  thou  been  conning  in  our  Forest  of  Ar- 
dennes'!" 

"  Oh,  I  am  glad  to  see  you  ;  I  wished  to  consult  you, 
Cleveland.  But  first,  Lady  Florence,  to  convince  you 
and  our  host  that  my  rambles  have  not  been  wholly 
fruitless,  and  that  I  could  not  walk  from  Dan  to  Beer- 
sheba  and  find  all  barren,  accept  my  offering — a  wild 
rose  that  I  discovered  in  the  thickest  part  of  the  wood. 
It  is  not  a  civilized  rose.  Now,  Cleveland,  a  word  with 
you." 

"  And  now,  Mi*.  Maltravers,  I  am  de  irop,''^  said  Lady 
Florence. 

"  Pardon  me,  I  have  no  secrets  from  you  in  this  mat- 
ter— or  rather  these  matters — for  there  are  two  to  be 
discussed.  In  the  first  place,  Lady  Florence,  that  poor 
Ca^sarini — you  know  and  like  him — nay,  no  blushes." 

"  Did  I  blush  1  Then  it  was  in  recollection  of  an  old 
reproach  of  yours." 

"  At  its  justice !  Well,  no  matter.  He  is  one  for 
whom  I  always  felt  a  lively  interest.  His  very  morbid- 
ity of  temperament  only  increases  my  anxiety  for  his 
future  fate.  I  have  received  a  letter  from  De  Mon- 
taigne, his  brother-in-law,  who  seems  seriously  uneasy 
about  Castruccio.  He  wishes  him  to  leave  England  at 
once,  as  the  sole  means  of  restoring  his  broken  fortunes. 
De  Montaigne  has  the  opportunity  of  procuring  him  a 
diplomatic  situation  which  may  not  again  occur — and 
■ — but  you  know  the  man  !  What  shall  we  do  ?  I  am 
sure  he  will  not  listen  to  me  ;  he  looks  on  me  as  an  in- 
terested rival  for  fame." 

"Do  you  think  I  have  any  subtler  eloquence  1"  said 
Cleveland.  "  No,  I  am  an  author  too.  Come,  I  think 
your  ladyship  must  be  the  arch-negotiator." 

"  He  has  genius,  he  has  merit,"  said  Maltravers, 
pleadingly  ;  "  he  wants  nothing  but  time  and  experience 
to  wean  him  from  his  foibles.  Will  you  try  to  save 
him,  Lady  Florence  ]" 
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"  Why !  nay,  I  must  not  be  obdurate — I  will  see  him 
when  ]  go  to  town.  It  is  like  you,  Mr.  Maltravers,  to 
fee]  this  interest  in  one — " 

"  Who  does  not  love  me,  you  would  say  ;  but  he  will 
some  day  or  other.  Besides,  I  owe  him  deep  gratitude. 
In  his  weaker  qualities  I  have  seen  many  which  all  lit- 
erary men  might  incur  without  strict  watch  over  them- 
selves ;  and,  let  me  add,  also,  that  his  family  have  great 
claims  on  me." 

"  You  believe  in  the  soundness  of  his  heart,  and  in 
the  integrity  of  his  honour  V  said  Cleveland,  inquiringly. 

"  Indeed,  1  do  ;  these  are — these  must  be  the  redeem 
ing  qualities  of  poets." 

Maltravers  spoke  warmly ;  and  such,  at  that  time 
was  his  influence  over  Florence,  that  his  words  formed 
— alas,  too  fatally — her  estimate  of  Castruccio's  char 
acter,  which  had  at  lirst  been  high,  but  which  his  own 
presumption  had  latterly  shaken.  She  had  seen  him 
three  or  four  times  in  the  interval  between  the  receipt 
of  his  apologetic  letter  and  her  visit  to  Cleveland,  and 
he  had  seemed  to  her  rather  sullen  than  humbled.  But 
she  felt  for  the  vanity  she  herself  had  wounded. 

"  And  now,"  conthiued  Maltravers,  "  for  my  second 
subject  of  consultation.  But  that  is  political — will  it 
weary  Lady  Florence  V 

"  Oh,  no,  to  politics  I  am  never  indifferent ;  they  al- 
ways inspire  me  with  contempt  or  admiration— accord- 
ing to  the  motives  of  those  who  bring  the  science  into 
action.     Pray,  say  on." 

"Well,"  said  Cleveland,  "one  confidant  at  a  time; 
you  will  forgive  me,  for  I  see  my  guests  coming  across 
the  lawn,  and  I  may  as  well  make  a  diversion  in  your 
favour.     Ernest  can  consult  me  at  any  time." 

Cleveland  walked  away,  but  the  intimacy  between 
Maltravers  and  Florence  was  of  so  frank  a  nature,  that 
there  was  nothing  embarrassing  in  the  thought  of  a 
tete-d-(ele. 

"  Lady  Florence,"  said  Ernest,  "  there  is  no  one  in 
the  world  with  whom  I  ran  consult  so  cheerfully  as 
with  you.  I  am  almost  glad  of  Cleveland's  absence  ; 
for,  with  all  his  amiable  and  fine  qualities,  '  the  world 
is  too  much  with  him,'  and  we  do  not  argue  from  the 
same  data.  Pardon  my  prelude — now  to  my  position. 
I  have  received  a  letter  from  Mr.  .  That  states- 
man, whom  none  but  those  acquainted  with  the  chival- 
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reus  beauty  of  his  nature  can  understand  or  appreciate, 
sees  before  him  the  most  briUiant  career  that  ever 
opened  in  this  country  to  a  public  man  not  born  an  aris- 
tocrat. He  has  asked  me  to  form  one  of  the  new  ad- 
ministration that  he  is  about  to  create  :  the  place  of- 
fered to  me  is  above  my  merits,  nor  suited  to  what  I 
have  yet  done ;  though,  perhaps,  it  be  suited  to  what  I 
may  yet  do.  I  make  that  qualification,  for  you  know," 
added  Ernest,  with  a  proud  smile,  "  that  I  am  sanguine 
and  self-confident." 

"  You  accept  the  proposal." 

"  Nay — should  I  not  reject  it  1     Our  politics  are  the 
same  only  for  the  moment,  our  ultimate  objects  are 

widely   diflferent.      To  serve    with    Mr.    I  must 

make  an  unequal  compromise — abandon  nine  opinions 
to  promote  on*^.  Is  not  this  a  capitulation  of  that  great 
citadel,  one's  own  conscience  ?  No  man  will  call  me 
inconsistent,  for,  in  public  life,  to  agree  with  another 
on  a  party  question  is  all  that  is  required  ;  the  thousand 
questions  not  yet  ripened,  and  lying  dark  and  concealed 
in  the  future,  are  not  inquired  into  and  divined :  but  I 
own  I  shall  deem  myself  worse  than  inconsistent.  For 
this  IS  my  dilemma — if  I  use  this  noble  spirit  merely  to 
advance  one  object,  and  then  desert  him  where  he  halts, 
I  am  treacherous  to  him ;  if  I  halt  with  him,  but  one  of 
my  objects  effected,  I  am  treacherous  to  myself.  Such 
are  my  views.  It  is  with  pain  I  arrive  at  them,  for,  at 
first,  my  heart  beat  with  a  selfish  ambition." 

"  You  are  right,  you  are  right,"  exclaimed  Florence, 
with  glowing  cheeks;  "how  conld  I  doubt  you'?  I 
comprehend  the  sacrifice  you  make ;  for  a  proud  thing 
it  is  to  soar  above  the  predictions  of  foes  in  that  palpa 
ble  road  to  honour  wliich  the  world's  hard  eyes  can  see 
and  the  world's  cold  heart  can  measure  ;  but  prouder  is 
it  to  feel  that  you  have  never  advanced  one  step  to  the 
goal  which  remembrance  would  retract.  No,  my  friend, 
wait  your  time,  confident  that  it  must  come,  when  con- 
science and  ambition  can  go  hand  in  hand — when  the 
broad  objects  of  a  luminous  and  enlarged  policy  lie  be- 
fore you  like  a  chart,  and  you  can  calculate  every  step 
of  the  way  without  peril  of  being  lost.  Ah,  let  them 
still  call  loftiness  of  purpose  and  whiteness  of  soul  the 
dreams  of  a  theorist ;  even  if  they  be  so,  the  ideal  in 
this  case  is  better  than  the  practical.  Meanwhile  your 
position  is  not  one  to  forfeit  lightly.     Before  you  is  that 
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throne  in  literature  which  it  requires  no  doubtful  step 
to  win,  if  you  have,  as  I  believe,  the  mental  power  to 
attain  it ;  an  ambition  that  may  indeed  be  relinquished 
if  a  more  troubled  career  can  better  achieve  those  pub- 
lic purposes  at  which  both  letters  and  policy  should  aim, 
bu'.  which  is  not  to  be  surrendered  for  the  rewards  of  a 
placeman  or  the  advancement  of  a  courtier." 

It  was  while  uttering  these  noble  and  inspiring  senti- 
ments that  Florence  Lascelles  suddenly  acquired  in  Er- 
nest's eyes  a  loveliness  with  which  they  had  not  before 
invested  her. 

"  Oh,"  he  said,  as  with  a  sudden  impulse  he  lifted  her 
hand  to  his  lips,  "  blessed  be  the  hour  in  which  you 
gave  me  your  friendship.  These  are  the  thoughts  I 
have  longed  to  hear  from  living  lips,  when  I  have  been 
tempted  to  believe  patriotism  a  name  and  virtue  but  a 
dream." 

Lady  Florence  heard,  and  her  whole  form  seemed 
changed  ;  she  was  no  longer  the  majestic  sibyl,  but  the 
attached,  timorous,  but  delighted  woman. 

It  so  happened  that,  in  her  confusion,  she  dropped 
from  her  hand  the  flower  Maltravers  had  given  her,  and, 
involuntarily  glad  of  a  pretext  to  conceal  her  counte- 
nance, she  stooped  to  take  it  from  the  ground.  In  so 
doing  a  letter  fell  from  her  bosom,  and  Maltravers,  as 
he  bent  forward  to  forestall  her  own  movement,  saw 
that  the  direction  was  to  himself,  and  in  the  handwri- 
ting of  his  unknown  correspondent.  He  seized  the  let- 
ter, and  gazed  in  flattered  and  entranced  astonishment, 
first  on  the  writing,  next  on  the  detected  writer.  Flor- 
ence grew  deadly  pale,  and,  covering  her  face  with  her 
hands,  burst  into  tears. 

"  Oh,  fool  that  I  was,"  cried  Ernest,  in  the  passion  of 
the  moment,  "  not  to  know — not  to  have  felt  that  there 
were  not  two  Florences  in  the  world !  But,  if  the  thought 
had  crossed  me,  I  would  not  have  dared  to  harbour  it." 

"  Go,  go,"  sobbed  Florence ;  "  leave  me,  in  mercy 
leave  me." 

"  Not  till  you  bid  me  rise,"  said  Ernest,  in  emotion 
scarcely  less  deep  than  hers,  as  he  sank  on  his  knee  at 
her  feet. 

Need  I  go  on  ?  When  they  left  that  spot  a  soft  con- 
fession had  been  made,  deep  vows  interchanged,  and 
Ernest  Maltravers  was  the  accepted  suiter  of  Florence 
Lascelles. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

"  A  hundred  fathers  would,  in  my  situation,  tell  you  that,  as  you 
are  of  noble  extraction,  you  should  marry  a  nobleman.  But  I  do  not 
say  so.  I  will  not  sacrifice  my  child  to  any  prejudice." — Kotzeeue. 
—  Lovers'  Vows. 

"  Take  heed,  my  lord  ;  the  welfare  of  us  all 
Hangs  on  the  cuttmg  short  that  fraudful  man." 

ShaKSPEaRE. — Henry  VI. 

"  Oh,  how  this  spring  of  love  resembleth 
Th'  uncertain  glory  of  an  April  day  ; 
Which  now  shows  all  the  beauty  of  the  sun, 
And  by-andby  a  cloud  takes  all  away  !" 

Shakspeare. —  Tlie  Tico  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 

When  Maltravers  was  once  more  in  his  solitary  apart- 
ment, he  felt  as  in  a  dream.  He  had  obeyed  an  impulse, 
irresistible  perhaps,  but  one  with  which  the  conscience 
of  his  heart  was  not  satisfied.  A  voice  whispered  to 
him,  "  Thou  hast  deceived  her  and  thyself — thou  dost 
not  love  her !"  In  vain  he  recalled  her  beauty,  her 
grace,  her  genius,  her  singular  and  enthusiastic  pas- 
sion for  himself — the  voice  still  replied,  "  Thou  dost 
not  love.  Bid  farewell  for  ever  to  thy  fond  dreams  of  a 
life  more  blessed  than  that  of  mortals.  From  the 
stormy  sea  of  the  future  are  blotted  out  eternally  for 
thee — Calypso  and  her  Golden  Isle.  Thou  canst  no 
more  paint  on  the  dim  canvass  of  thy  desires  the  form 
of  her  with  whom  thou  couldst  dwell  for  ever.  Thou 
hast  been  unfaithful  to  thine  own  ideal ;  thou  hast  given 
thyself  for  ever  and  for  ever  to  another ;  thou  hast  re- 
nounced hope  ;  thou  must  live  as  in  a  prison,  with  a 
being  with  whom  thou  hast  not  the  harmony  of  love  " 

"  No  matter,"  said  Maltravers,  almost  alarmed,  and 
starting  from  these  thoughts,  "  I  am  betrothed  to  one 
who  loves  me ;  it  is  folly  and  dishonour  to  repent  and 
to  repine.  I  have  gone  through  the  best  years  of  youth 
without  finding  the  Egeria  with  whom  the  cavern  would 
be  sweeter  than  a  throne.  Why  live  to  the  grave  a  vain 
and  visionary  Nympholept  !  Out  of  the  real  world 
could  I  have  made  a  nobler  cnoice," 

While  Maltravers  thus  communed  with  himself  Lady 
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Florence  passed  into  her  father's  dressing-room,  and 
there  awaited  his  return  from  London.  She  knew  his 
worldly  views— she  knew  also  the  pride  of  her  affianced, 
and  she  felt  that  she  alone  could  mediate  between  the 
two. 

Lord  Saxingham  at  last  returned ;  busy,  bustling,  im- 
portant, and  good-humoured  as  usual.  "  Well,  Flory, 
well  !  Glad  to  see  you — quite  blooming,  I  declare — 
never  saw  you  with  such  a  colour — monstrous  hkeme, 
certainly.  We  always  had  fine  complexions  and  fine 
eyes  in  our  family.  But  I'm  rather  late — first  bell  rung 
— we  ci-devant  jeunes  hommes  are  rather  long  dressing, 
and  you  are  not  dressed  yet,  I  see." 

"  My  dearest  father,  I  wish  to  speak  with  you  on  a 
matter  of  much  importance." 

"  Do  you !     What,  immediately  V 

"  Yes." 

"  Well — what  is  it  ?  Your  Slingsby  property,  I  sup- 
pose." 

"  No,  my  dear  father — pray  sit  down  and  hear  me 
patiently." 

Lord  Saxingham  began  to  be  both  alarmed  and  cu- 
rious ;  he  seated  himself  in  silence,  and  looked  anx- 
iously in  the  face  of  his  daughter. 

"  You  have  always  been  very  indulgent  to  me,"  com- 
menced Florence,  with  a  half  smile,  "  and  I  have  had 
my  own  way  more  than  most  young  ladies.  Believe 
me,  my  dear  father,  I  am  most  grateful,  not  only  for 
your  affection,  but  your  esteem.  I  have  been  a  strange 
wild  girl,  but  1  am  now  about  to  reform ;  and,  as  the  first 
step,  I  ask  your  consent  to  give  myself  a  preceptor  and 
a  guide — " 

"  A  what !"  cried  Lord  Saxingham. 

"  In  other  words,  I  am  about  to — to — well,  the  truth 
must  out — to  marry." 

"  Has  the  Duke  of  ****  been  here  to-day  ■?" 

"  Not  that  I  know  of.  But  it  is  no  duke  to  whom  I 
have  promised  my  hand  ;  it  is  a  nobler  and  a  rarer  dig- 
nity that  has  caught  my  ambition.  Mr.  Maltravers 
has—" 

"Mr.  Maltravers! — Mr.  Devil!— the  girl's  mad! — 
don't  talk  to  me,  child,  I  won't  consent  to  any  such  non- 
sense. A  country  gentleman — very  respectable,  very 
clever,  and  all  that,  but — it's  no  use  talking — my  mind's 
made  up.    With  your  fortune,  too !" 
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"  My  dear  father,  I  will  not  marry  Avithout  your  con- 
sent, though  my  fortune  is  settled  on  me,  and  I  am  of 
age." 

"  There's  a  good  child — and  now  let  me  dress — wc 
shall  be  late." 

"  No,  not  yet,"  said  Lady  Florence,  throwing  her  arm 
caressingly  round  her  father's  neck — "  I  shall  marry  Mr. 
Maltravers,  but  it  will  be  with  your  full  approval.  Just 
consider ;  if  I  married  tlie  Duke  pf  **»*,  he  would  ex- 
pect all  my  fortune,  such  as  it  is.  Ten  thousand  a  year 
is  at  my  disposal ;  if  I  marry  Mr.  Maltravers,  it  will  be 
settled  on  you — I  always  meant  it — it  is  a  poor  return 
for  your  khidness,  your  indulgence  ;  but  it  will  show 
that  your  own  Flory  is  not  ungrateful." 
"  I  won't  hear." 

"  Stop — listen  to  reason.  You  are  not  rich  ;  you  are 
entitled  but  to  a  small  pension  if  you  ever  resign  of- 
fice ;  and  your  official  salary,  I  have  often  heard  you 
say,  does  not  prevent  you  from  being  embarrassed.  To 
whom  should  a  daughter  give  from  her  superfluities 
but  to  a  parent  1  from  whom  should  a  parent  receive 
but  from  a  child,  who  can  never  repay  his  love  1  Ah, 
this  is  nothing;  but  you — yon,  who  have  never  crossed 
her  lightest  whim — do  not  you  destroy  all  the  hopes  of 
happiness  your  Florence  can  ever  form." 

Florence  wept,  and  Lord  Saxingham,  who  was  great- 
ly moved,  let  fall  a  few  tears  also.  Perhaps  it  is  too 
much  to  say  that  the  pecuniary  part  of  the  proffered  ar- 
rangement entirely  won  him  over  ;  but,  still,  the  way  it 
was  introduced  softened  his  heart.  He  possibly  thought 
that  it  was  better  to  have  a  good  and  grateful  daughter 
in  a  country  gentleman's  wife,  than  a  sullen  and  thank- 
less one  in  a  duchess.  However  that  jnay  be,  certain 
it  is,  that  before  Lord  Saxingham  began  his  toilet,  he 
promised  to  make  no  obstacle  to  the  marriage,  and  all 
he  asked  in  return  was,  that  at  least  three  months  (but 
that,  indeed,  the  lawyers  would  require)  should  elapse 
before  it  took  place ;  and  on  this  understanding  Flor- 
ence left  him,  radiant  and  joyous  as  Flora  herself  when 
the  sun  of  spring  makes  the  world  a  garden.  Never 
had  she  thought  so  little  of  her  beauty,  and  never  had 
it  seemed  so  glorious  as  that  happy  evening.  But  Mal- 
travers was  pale  and  thoughtful,  and  Florence  in  vain 
sought  his  eyes  during  the  dinner,  which  seemed  to  her 
insuflTerably  long.     Afterward,  however,  they  met,  and 
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conversed  apcTrt  the  rest  of  the  evening  ;  and  the  beauty 
of  Florence  began  to  produce  upon  Ernest's  heart  its 
natural  effect ;  ^and  that  evening— ah,  how  Florence 
treasured  the  reVnembrance  of  every  hour,  every  min- 
ute of  its  annals  ^ 

It  would  have  b^en  amusing  to  see  the  short  conver- 
sation between  LoVd  Saxingham  and  Mallravers  when 
the  latter  sought  the 'tearl  at  night  in  his  lordship's  room. 
To  Lord  Saxingham's  surprise,  not  a  word  did  Maltrav- 
ers  utter  of  his  own  subordinate  pretensions  to  Lady 
Florence's  hand  Coldly,  dryly,  and  almost  haughtily 
did  he  make  the  formal  proposals,  "  as  if"  (as  Lord  Sax- 
ingham afterward  said  to  Ferrers)  "the  man  were  doing 
me  the  highest  possible  honour  in  taking  my  daughter, 
the  beauty  of  London,  with  fifty  thousand  a  year,  off 
my  hands."  But  this  was  quite  Maltravers  !  If  he  had 
been  proposing  to  the  daughter  of  a  country  curate, 
without  a  si?:pfiAce,  he  would  have  been  the  hum- 
blest of  tke'liumbte  '~Th«^arl  Avas  embarrassed  and 
discompdsed ;  he  was  almost  awed  by  the  Siddons- 
like  countenance  an3  Coriolanus-like  air  of  his  future 
son-in-law  ;  he  even  hinted  nothing  of  the  compromise 
as  to  time  which  he  Had  made  with  his  daughter.  He 
thought  it  better  to  /leave  it  to  Lady  Florence  to  ar- 
range that  matter.  They  shook  hands  frigidly,  and 
parted.  Maltravers  went  next  into  Cleveland's  room, 
and  communicated  all  to  the  delighted  old  man,  whose 
congratulations  were  so  fervid  that  Maltravers  felt  it 
would  be  a  sin  not  to  fancy  himself  the  happiest  man  in 
the  world.  That  night  he  wrote  his  refusal  of  the  ap- 
pointment offered  him.  / 

The  next  day  Lord  Saxingham  went  to  his  office  in 
Downing-street  as  usual,  and  Lady  Florence  and  ^rnest 
found  an  opportunity  to  ramble  through  the  grounds 
alone. 

There  it  was  that  occurred  those  confessions,  sweet 
alike  to  utter  and  to  hear.  Then  did  Florence  speak 
of  her  early  years — of  her  self-formed  and  solitary  mind 
— of  her  youthful  dreams  and  reveries.  Nothing  around 
her  to  excite  interest  or  admiration,  or  the  more  roman- 
tic, the  higher,  or  the  softer  qualities  of  her  nature,  she 
turned  to  contemplation  and  to  books.  It  is  the  com- 
bination of  the  faculties  with  the  affections,  exiled  from 
action,  and  finding  no  worldly  vent,  which  produces 
poetry,  the  child  of  passion  and  of  thought.     Hence, 
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before  the  real  cares  of  existence  claim  them,  the  young, 
who  are  abler  yet  lonelier  than  their  fellows,  are  near- 
ly always  poets  :  and  Florence  was  a  poetess.  In 
minds  like  this,  the  first  book  that  seems  to  imbody 
and  represent  their  own  most  cherished  and  beloved 
trains  of  sentimejit  and  ideas,  ever  creates  a  reveren- 
tial and  deep  enthusiasm.  The  lonely,  and  proud,  and 
melancholy  soul  of  Maltravers,  which  made  itself  visi- 
ble in  all  his  creations,  became  to  Florence  like  a  re- 
vealer  of  the  secrets  of  her  own  nature.  She  conceived 
an  intense  and  mysterious  interest  in  the  man  whose 
mind  exercised  so  pervading  a  power  over  her  own. 
She  made  herself  acquainted  with  his  pursuits,  his  ca- 
reer ;  she  fancied  she  found  a  symmetry  and  harmony 
between  the  actual  being  and  the  breathing  genius  ;  she 
imagined  she  understood  what  seemed  dark  and  ob- 
scure to  others.  He  whom  she  had  never  seen,  grew 
to  her  a  never-absent  friend.  His  ambition,  his  repu- 
tation, were  to  her  like  a  possession  of  her  own.  So 
at  length,  in  the  folly  of  her  young  romance,  she  wrote 
to  him,  and,  dreaming  of  no  discovery,  anticipating  no 
result,  the  habit  once  indulged  became  to  her  that 
luxury  which  writmg  for  the  eye  of  the  world  is  to  an 
author  oppressed  with  the  burden  of  his  own  thoughts. 
At  length  she  saw  him,  and  he  did  not  destroy  her  illu- 
sion. She  might  have  recovered  from  the  spell  if  she 
had  found  him  ready  at  once  to  worship  at  her  shrine. 
The  mixture  of  reserve  and  frankness — frankness  of 
language,  reserve  of  manner — which  belonged  to  Mal- 
travers, piqued  her.  Her  vanity  became  the  auxiliary 
to  her  imagination.  At  length  they  met  at  Cleveland's 
house ;  their  intercourse  became  more  unrestrained  ; 
their  friendship  was  established,  and  she  discovered 
that  she  had  wilfully  implicated  her  happiness  in  in- 
dulging her  dreams ;  yet  even  then  she  believed  that 
Maltravers  loved  her,  despite  his  silence  upon  the  sub- 
ject of  love.  His  manner,  his  words  bespoke  his  in- 
terest in  her,  and  his  voice  was  ever  soft  when  he  spoke 
to  women,  for  he  had  much  of  the  old  chivalric  re- 
spect and  tenderness  for  the  sex.  What  was  general 
it  was  natural  that  she  should  apply  individually  ;  she 
who  had  walked  the  world  but  to  fascinate  and  to  con- 
quer. It  was  probable  that  her  great  wealth  and  social 
position  imposed  a  check  on  the  delicate  pride  of  Mal- 
travers— she  hoped  so — she  believed  it — yet  she  felt 
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her  danger,  and  her  own  pride  at  last  took  alarm.  In 
such  a  moment  she  had  resumed  the  character  of  the  un- 
known correspondent — she  had  written  to  Maltravers — 
addressed  her  letter  to  his  own  house,  and  meant  the 
next  day  to  have  gone  to  London,  and  had  it  sent,  know- 
ing that  thence  it  would  soon  reach  him.  In  this  letter 
she  had  spoken  of  his  visit  to  Cleveland,  of  his  position 
with  herself.  She  exhorted  him,  if  he  loved  her,  to 
confess,  and,  if  not,  to  fly.  She  had  written  artfully 
and  eloquently ;  she  was  desirous  of  expediting  her  own 
fate  ;  and  then,  with  that  letter  in  her  bosom,  she  had 
met  Maltravers,  and  the  reader  has  learned  the  rest. 
Something  of  all  this  the  blushing  and  happy  Florence 
now  revealed ;  and  when  she  ended  with  uttering  the 
woman's  soft  fear  that  she  had  been  too  bold,  is  it 
wonderful  that  Maltravers,  clasping  her  to  his  bosom, 
felt  the  gratitude  and  the  delighted  vanity  which  seemed 
even  to  himself  like  love  1  And  into  love  those  feelings 
rapidly  and  deliciously  will  merge,  if  fate  and  accident 
permit ! 

And  now  they  were  by  the  side  of  the  water,  and  the 
sun  was  gently  setting  as  on  the  eve  before.  It  was 
about  the  same  hour,  the  fairest  of  an  autumn  day ; 
none  were  near ;  the  slope  of  the  hill  hid  the  house 
from  their  view.  Had  they  been  in  the  desert  they 
could  not  have  been  more  alone.  It  was  not  silence 
that  breathed  around  them  as  they  sat  on  that  bench, 
with  the  broad  beech  spreading  over  them  its  trembling 
canopy  of  leaves ;  but  those  murmurs  of  living  nature 
which  are  sweeter  than  silence  itself — the  songs  of  birds 
— the  tinkling  bell  of  th£  sheep  on  the  opposite  bank — the 
wind  sighing  through  the  trees,  and  the  gentle  heaving 
of  the  glittering  waves  that  washed  the  odorous  reed  and 
water-lily  at  their  feet.  They  had  both  been  for  some 
moments  silent,  and  Florence  now  broke  the  pause,  but 
in  tones  more  low  than  usual. 

"Ah!"  said  she,  turning  towards  him,  "these  hours 
are  happier  than  we  can  find  in  that  crowded  world 
whither  your  destiny  must  call  us.  For  me,  ambition 
seems  for  ever  at  an  end.  I  have  found  all;  I  am  no 
longer  haunted  with  the  desire  of  gaining  a  vague  some- 
thing— a  shadowy  empire,  that  we  call  fame  or  power. 
The  sole  thought  that  disturbs  the  calm  current  of  my 
soul  is  the  fear  to  lose  a  particle  of  the  rich  possession 
1  have  gained  " 
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"  May  your  fears  ever  be  as  idle." 

"  And  you  really  love  me.  I  repeat  to  myself  ever 
and  ever  that  one  phrase.  I  could  once  have  borne  to 
lose  you,  now  it  would  be  my  death.  I  despaired  of 
ever  being  loved  for  myself;  my  wealth  was  a  fatal 
dower;  I  suspected  avarice  in  every  vow,  and  saw  the 
base  world  lurk  at  the  bottom  of  every  heart  that  of- 
fered itself  at  my  shrine.  But  you,  Ernest — you,  I  feel, 
never  could  weigh  gold  in  the  balance ;  and  you,  if  you 
love,  love  me  for  myself." 

"  And  I  shall  love  thee  more  with  eveiy  hour." 

"  I  know  not  that :  I  dread  that  you  will  love  me  less 
when  you  know  me  more.  I  fear  I  shall  seem  to  you 
exacting — I  am  jealous  already.     I  was  jealous  even  of 

Lady  T ,  when  I  saw  you  by  her  side  this  morning. 

I  would  have  your  every  look,  monopolize  your  every 
word." 

This  confession  did  not  please  Maltravers  as  it  might 
have  done  if  he  had  been  more  deeply  in  love.  Jeal- 
ousy in  a  woman  of  so  vehement  and  imperious  a  na- 
ture was  indeed  a  passion  to  be  dreaded. 

"  Do  not  say  so,  dear  Florence,"  said  he,  with  a  very 
grave  smile  ;  "  for  love  should  have  imphcit  confidence 
as  its  bond  and  nature  ;  and  jealousy  is  doubt,  and  doubt 
is  the  death  of  love." 

A  shade  passed  over  Florence's  too  expressive  face, 
and  she  sighed  heavily. 

It  was  at  this  time  that  Maltravers,  raising  his  eyes, 
saw  the  form  of  Lumley  Ferrers  approaching  tov/ards 
them  from  the  opposite  end  of  the  terrace  ;  at  the  same 
instant  a  dark  cloud  crept  over  the  sky,  the  waters 
seemed  overcast,  and  the  breeze  fell ;  a  chill  and  strange 
presentiment  of  evil  shot  across  Ernest's  heart,  and, 
like  many  imaginative  persons,  he  was  unconsciously 
superstitious  as  to  presentiments. 

"  We  are  no  longer  alone,"  said  he,  rising ;  "  your 
cousin  has  doubtless  learned  our  engagement,  and  comes 
to  congratulate  your  suiter." 

"  Tell  me,"  he  continued,  musingly,  as  they  walked 
on  to  meet  Ferrers,  "  are  you  very  partial  to  Lumley  \ 
What  think  you  of  his  character  \  It  is  one  that  per- 
plexes me  ;  sometimes  I  think  that  it  has  changed  since 
we  parted  in  Italy ;  sometimes  I  think  that  it  has  not 
changed,  but  ripened." 

"  Lumley  I  have  known  from  a  child,"  replied  Flor- 
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ence,  "  and  see  much  to  admire  and  like  in  him ;  I  ad- 
mire his  boldness  and  candour ;  his  scorn  of  the  world's 
littleness  and  falsehood;  I  like  his  good  nature,  his 
gayety,  and  fancy  his  heart  better  than  it  may  seem  to 
the  superficial  observer." 

"Yet  he  appears  to  me  selfish  and  unprincipled." 

"  It  is  from  a  fine  contempt  for  the  vices  and  follies 
of  men  that  he  has  contracted  the  habit  of  consulting 
his  own  resolute  will ;  and,  believing  everything  done 
in  this  noisy  stage  of  action  a  cheat,  he  has  accommo- 
dated his  ambition  to  the  fashion.  Though  without 
what  is  termed  genius,  he  will  obtain  a  distinction  and 
power  that  few  men  of  genius  arrive  at." 

"  Because  geiiivs  is  essentially  honest,"  said  Maltrav- 
ers.  "  However,  you  teach  me  to  look  on  him  more 
indulgently.  I  suspect  the  real  frankness  of  men  whom 
1  know  to  be  hypocrites  in  public  hfe,  but  perhaps  I 
judge  by  too  harsh  a  standard." 

"  Third  persons,"  said  Ferrers,  as  he  now  joined 
them,  "  are  seldom  unwelcome  in  the  country ;  and  I 
flatter  myself  that  I  am  the  exact  thing  wanting  to  com- 
plete the  charm  of  this  beautiful  landscape." 

"  You  are  ever  modest,  my  cousin." 

"  It  is  my  weak  side,  I  know ;  but  I  shall  improve 
with  years  and  wisdom.  Ce  cher  Maltravers,  et  com- 
ment se  va  V  and  Ferrers  passed  his  arm  affectionately 
through  Ernest's. 

"  By-the-by,  I  am  too  familiar  ;  I  am  sunk  in  the 
world.  I  am  a  thing  to  be  sneered  at  by  you  old  family 
people.  I  am  next  heir  to  a  bran  new  Brummagem 
peerage.     Gad,  I  feel  brassy  already." 

"  What,  is  Mr.  Templeton— " 

"  Mr.  Templeton  no  more  ;  he  is  defunct,  extinguished 
— out  of  the  ashes  rises  the  phcenix  Lord  A'^argrave. 
We  had  thought  of  a  more  sounding  title  ;  De  Courval 
has  a  nobler  sound  ;  but  my  good  uncle  has  nothing  of 
the  Norman  about  him,  so  we  dropped  the  De  as  ridic- 
ulous ;  Vargrave  is  euphonious  and  appropriate.  My 
uncle  has  a  manor  of  that  name — Baron  Vargrave  ol 
Vargrave." 

"  Ah !  I  congratulate  you." 

'  Thank  you.  Lady  Vargrave  may  destroy  all  my 
hopes  yet.  But,  nothing  venture,  nothing  have.  My 
uncle  will  be  gazetted  to-day.  Poor  man,  he  will  be 
delighted  ;  and,  as  he  certainly  owes  it  much  to  me,  he 
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will,  I  suppose,  be  verj''  grateful,  or  hate  me  ever  after- 
ward— that  is  a  toss  up.  A  benefit  conferred  is  a  com- 
plete hazard  between  the  thumb  of  pride  and  the  fore- 
finger of  affection.  Heads  gratitude,  tails  hatred. 
There,  that's  a  simile  in  the  fashion  of  the  old  writers  ; 
'  Well  of  p:nglish  undefiled  !'  humph  !" 

"  So  that  beautiful  child  is  Mrs.  Templeton's,  or  rather 
Iiady  Vargrave's  daughter,  by  a  former  marriage  1"  said 
Maltravers,  abstractedly. 

"  Yes,  it  is  astonishing  how  fond  he  is  of  her.  Pretty 
little  creature — confoundedly  artful,  though.  By-the- 
way,  Maltravers,  we  had  an  unexpectedly  stormy  night 
the  last  of  the  session — strong  division — ministers  hard 
pressed.  I  made  quite  a  good  speech  for  them.  I  sup- 
pose, however,  there  will  be  some  change — the  moder- 
ates will  be  taken  in.  Perhaps,  by  next  session,  I  may 
congratulate  you." 

Ferrers  looked  hard  at  Maltravers  while  he  spoke ; 
but  Ernest  replied  coldly  and  evasively,  and  they  were 
now  joined  by  a  party  of  idlers,  lounging  along  the  lawn 
in  expectation  of  the  first  dinner-bell.  Cleveland  was 
in  high  consultation  about  the  proper  spot  for  a  new 
fountain;  and  he  summoned  Maltravers  to  give  his 
opinion  whether  it  should  spring  from  the  centre  of  a 
flower-bed  or  beneath  the  drooping  shade  of  a  large 
willow.  While  this  interesting  discussion  was  going 
on,  Ferrers  drew  aside  his  cousin,  and,  pressing  her  hand 
affectionately,  said,  in  a  soft  and  tender  voice, 

"  My  dear  Florence — for  in  such  a  time  permit  me  to 
be  familiar — I  understand  from  Lord  Saxingham,  whom 
I  met  in  London,  that  you  are  engaged  to  Maltravers. 
Busy  as  I  was,  I  could  not  rest  without  coming  hither 
to  oflTer  my  best  and  most  earnest  wishes  for  your  hap- 
piness. I  may  seem  a  careless,  I  am  considered  a  sel- 
fish person ;  but  my  heart  is  warm  to  those  who  really 
interest  it.  And  never  did  brother  offer  up  for  the  wel- 
fare of  a  beloved  sister  prayers  more  anxious  and  fond 
than  those  that  poor  Lumley  Ferrers  breathes  for  Flor- 
ence Lascelles." 

Florence  was  startled  and  melted  ;  the  whole  tone 
and  manner  of  Lumley  were  so  different  from  those  he 
usually  assumed.  She  warmly  returned  the  pressure 
of  his  hand,  and  thanked  him  briefly,  but  with  emotion. 

"  No  one  is  great  and  good  enough  for  you,  Florence," 
continued  Ferrrers,  "  no  one.     But  1  admire  your  disin- 
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terested  and  generous  choice.  Maltravers  and  I  have 
not  been  friends  lately;  but  I  respect  him,  as  all  must. 
He  has  noble  qualities,  and  he  has  great  ambition.  In 
addition  to  the  deep  and  ardent  love  that  you  cannot 
fail  to  inspire,  he  will  owe  you  eternal  gratitude.  In 
this  aristocratic  country,  your  hand  secures  to  him  the 
most  brilliant  fortunes,  the  most  proud  career.  His  tal- 
ents will  now  be  measured  by  a  very  different  standard. 
His  merits  will  not  pass  through  any  subordinate  grades, 
but  leap  at  once  into  the  highest  posts  ;  and,  as  he  is 
even  more  proud  than  ambitious,  how  he  must  bless 
one  who  raises  him  at  once  into  positions  of  eminent 
command !" 

"  Oh,  he  does  not  think  of  such  worldly  advantages — 
he,  the  too  pure,  the  too  refined !"  said  Florence,  with 
trembling  eagerness.  "  He  has  no  avarice,  nothing 
mercenary  in  his  nature  !" 

"  No  ;  there  you  indeed  do  him  justice  ;  there  is  not 
a  particle  of  baseness  in  his  mind ;  I  did  not  say  there 
was.  The  very  greatness  of  his  aspirations,  his  indig- 
nant and  scornful  pride,  lift  him  above  the  thought  of 
your  wealth,  your  rank,  except  as  means  to  an  end." 

"  You  mistake  still,"  said  Florence,  faintly  smiling, 
but  turning  pale. 

"  No,"  resumed  Ferrers,  not  appearing  to  hear  her, 
and  as  if  pursuing  his  own  thoughts,  "  I  always  pre- 
dicted that  Maltravers  would  make  a  distinguished  con- 
nexion in  marriage.  He  would  not  permit  himself  to  , 
love  the  lowborn  or  the  poor.  His  affections  are  in  his 
pride  as  much  as  in  his  heart.  He  is  a  great  creature 
— you  have  judged  wisely — and  may  God  bless  you  !" 

With  these  words  Ferrers  left  her,  and  Florence, 
when  she  descended  to  dinner,  wore  a  moody  and 
clouded  brow.  Ferrers  stayed  three  days  at  the  house. 
He  was  peculiarly  cordial  to  Maltravers,  and  spoke  lit- 
tle to  Flortnce.  But  that  httle  never  failed  to  leave 
upon  her  mind  a  jealous  and  anxious  irritability,  to 
which  she  yielded  with  morbid  facility.  In  order  per- 
fectly to  understand  Florence  Lascelles,  it  must  be  re- 
membered, that  with  all  her  dazzling  qualities,  she  was 
not  what  is  called  a  loveable  person.  A  certain  hard- 
ness in  her  disposition,  even  as  a  child,  had  prevented 
her  winding  into  the  hearts  of  those  around  her.  De- 
prived of  her  mother's  care — having  little  or  no  in- 
tercourse with  children  of  her  own  age — brought  up 
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with  a  starched  governess,  or  female  relations,  poor  and 
proud,  she  never  had  contracted  the  softness  of  man- 
ner which  the  reciprocation  of  household  affections 
usually  produces.  With  a  haughty  consciousness  of 
her  powers,  her  birth,  her  position,  advantages  always 
dinned  into  her  ear,  she  grew  up  solitary,  unsocial,  and 
imperious.  Her  father  was  rather  proud  than  fond  of 
her  ;  her  servants  did  not  love  her ;  she  had  too  little 
consideration  for  others,  too  little  blandness  and  suav^ 
ity,  to  be  loved  by  inferiors  ;  she  was  too  learned  and 
too  stern  to  find  pleasure  in  the  conversation  and  soci- 
ety of  young  ladies  of  her  own  age  :  she  had  no  friends. 
Now,  having  really  strong  affections,  she  felt  all  this, 
but  rather  with  resentment  than  grief;  she  longed  to  be 
loved,  but  did  not  seek  to  be  so ;  she  felt  as  if  it  was 
her  fate  not  to  be  loved  ;  she  blamed  fate,  not  herself. 

When,  with  all  the  proud,  pure,  and  generous  candour 
of  her  nature,  she  avowed  to  Ernest  her  love  for  him, 
she  naturally  expected  the  most  ardent  and  passionate 
return ;  nothing  less  could  content  her.  But  the  habit 
and  experience  of  all  the  past  made  her  eternally  sus- 
picious that  she  was  not  loved  ;  it  was  wormwood  and 
poison  to  her  to  fancy  that  Maltravers  had  ever  consid- 
ered her  advantages  of  fortune,  except  as  a  bar  to  his 
pretensions  and  a  check  on  his  passion.  It  was  the 
same  thing  to  her  whether  it  was  the  pettiest  avarice 
or  the  loftiest  aspirations  that  actuated  her  lover,  if  he 
had  been  actuated  in  his  heart  by  any  sentiment  but 
love  ;  and  Ferrers,  to  whose  eye  her  foibles  were  fa- 
miliar, knew  well  how  to  make  his  praises  of  Ernest 
arouse  against  Ernest  all  her  exacting  jealousies  and 
irritable  doubts. 

"  It  is  strange,"  said  he,  one  evening,  as  he  was  con- 
versing with  Florence,  "  how  complete  a'nd  triumphant 
a  conquest  you  have  effected  over  Ernest.  Will  you 
believe  it,  he  took  a  prejudice  against  you  when  he  first 
saw  you ;  he  even  said  that  you  were  made  to  be  ad- 
mired, not  to  be  loved." 

"  Ha !  did  he  so  ^  True,  true — he  has  almost  said  the 
same  thing  to  me." 

"  But,  now,  how  he  must  love  you  !  Surely  he  has  all 
the  signs." 

"And  what  are  the  signs,  most  learned  LumleyV 
said  Florence,  forcing  a  smile. 

"  Why,  in  the  first  place,  you  will  doubtless  observe 
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that  he  never  takes  his  eyes  from  you — with  whomso- 
ever he  converses,  whatever  his  occupation,  those  eyes, 
restless  and  pining,  wander  around  for  one  glance  from 
you." 

Florence  sighed  and  looked  up ;  at  the  other  end  of 
the  room  her  lover  was  conversing  with  Cleveland,  and 
his  eyes  never  wandered  in  search  of  her. 

Ferrers  did  not  seem  to  notice  this  practical  contra- 
diction of  his  theory,  but  went  on. 

"  Then,  surely,  his  whole  character  is  changed ;  that 
brow  has  lost  its  calm  majesty,  that  deep  voice  its  as- 
sured and  tranquil  tone.  Has  he  not  become  humble, 
and  embarrassed,  and  fretful,  living  only  on  your  smile, 
reproachful  if  you  look  upon  another — sorrowful  if  your 
lip  be  less  smiling — a  thing  of  doubt,  and  dread,  and 
trembling  agitation — slave  to  a  shadow — no  longer  lord 
of  the  creation  1  Such  is  love — such  is  the  love  you  in- 
spire— such  is  the  lore  Maltravers  is  capable  of,  for  I 
have  seen  him  testify  it  to  another.  But,"  added  Lum- 
ley,  quickly,  and  as  if  afraid  he  had  said  too  much, 
"  Lord  Saxingham  is  looking  out  for  me  to  make  up 
his  whist-table.  I  go  to-morrow — when  shall  you  be  iu 
town  V 

"  In  the  course  of  the  week,"  said  poor  Florence, 
mechanically ;  and  Lumley  walked  away. 

In  another  minute  Maltravers,  who  had  been  more 
observ;int  than  he  seemed,  joined  her  where  she  sat. 

"  Dear  Florence,"  said  he,  tenderly,  "  you  look  pale  ; 
I  fear  you  are  not  so  well  this  evening." 

"  No  affecfation  of  an  interest  you  do  not  feel,  pray," 
said  Florence,  with  a  scornful  lip  but  swimming  eyes. 

"  Do  not  feel,  Florence  !" 

"  It  is  the  first  time,  at  least,  that  you  have  observed 
whether  I  am  well  or  ill.     But  it  is  no  matter." 

"  My  dear  Florence,  why  this  tone ;  how  have  I 
offended  you  ]     Has  Lumley  said — " 

"  Nothing  but  in  your  praise.  Oh,  be  not  afraid,  you 
are  one  of  those  of  whom  all  speak  highly.  But  do 
not  let  me  detain  you  here ;  let  us  join  our  host — you 
have  left  him  alone." 

Lady  Florence  waited  for  no  reply,  nor  did  Maltravers 
attempt  to  detain  her.  Ho  looked  pained,  and  wherf 
she  turned  round  to  catch  a  glance  that  she  hoped 
would  be  reproachful,  he  was  gone.  Lady  Florence 
became  nervous  and  uneasy,  talked  she  knew  not  what, 
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and  laughed  hysterically.  She,  however,  deceived 
Cleveland  into  the  notion  that  she  was  in  the  best  pos- 
sible spirits. 

By-and-by  she  rose  and  passed  through  the  suite  of 
rooms  :  her  heart  was  with  Maltravers,  still  he  was  not 
visible.  At  length  she  entered  the  conservatory,  and 
there  she  observed  him,  through  the  open  casements, 
walking  slowly,  and  with  folded  arms,  upon  the  moon- 
lighted lawn.  There  was  a  short  struggle  in  her  breast 
between  woman's  pride  and  woman's  love ;  the  last 
conquered,  and  she  joined  him. 

"  Forgive  me,  Ernest,"  she  said,  extending  her  hand, 
"  I  was  to  blame." 

Ernest  kissed  the  fair  hand,  and  answered,  touch- 

"  Florence,  you  have  the  power  to  wound  me,  be  for- 
bearing in  its  exercise.  Heaven  knows  that  I  would 
not,  from  the  vain  desire  of  showing  command  over 
you,  inflict  upon  you  a  single  pang.  Ah !  do  not  fancy 
that  in  lovers'  quarrels  there  is  any  sweetness  that 
coinpensates  the  sting." 

"  1  told  you  I  was  too  exacting,  Ernest.  I  told  you 
you  would  not  love  me  so  well  when  you  knew  me 
better." 

"  And  Avere  a  false  prophetess.  Florence,  every  day, 
every  hour  1  love  you  more — better  than  I  once  thought 
I  could." 

"  Then,"  cried  this  wayward  girl,  anxious  to  pain  her- 
self, "  then  once  you  did  not  love  me." 

"  Florence,  I  will  be  candid — I  did  not.  You  are 
now  rapidly  obtaining  an  empire  over  me  greater  than 
my  reason  should  allow.  But,  beware  :  if  my  love  be 
really  a  possession  you  desire,  beware  how  you  arm 
my  reason  against  you.  Florence,  I  am  a  proud  man. 
My  veiy  consciousness  of  the  more  splendid  alliances 
you  could  form  renders  me  less  humble  a  lover  than 
you  might  find  in  others.  I  were  not  worthy  of  you  if 
I  were  not  tenacious  of  my  self-respect." 

"  Ah,"  said  Florence,  to  whose  heart  these  words 
went  home,  "  forgive  me  but  this  once.  I  shall  not  for- 
give myself  so  soon." 

And  Ernest  drew  her  to  his  heart,  and  felt  that,  with 
all  her  faults,  a  woman  whom  he  feared  he  could  not 
render  as  happy  as  her  sacrifices  to  him  deserved  was 
becoming  very  dear  to  him.    In  his  heart  he  knew  that 
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she  was  not  fomied  to  render  him  happy ;  but  that  was 
not  his  thouglit,  his  fear.  Her  love  had  rooted  out  all 
thought  of  self  from  that  generous  breast.  His  only 
anxiety  was  to  requite  her. 

They  walked  along  the  sward,  silent,  thoughtful ;  and 
Florence  melancholy,  yet  blessed. 

"  That  serene  heaven,  those  lovely  stars,"  said  Mal- 
travers  at  last,  "  do  they  not  preach  to  us  the  philosophy 
of  peace  ?  Do  they  not  tell  us  how  much  of  calm  be- 
longs to  the  dignity  of  man,  and  the  subhme  essence 
of  the  soul  ?  Petty  distractions  and  self-wrought  cares 
are  not  congenial  to  our  real  nature ;  their  very  dis- 
turbance is  a  proof  that  they  are  at  war  with  our  na- 
tures. Ah,  sweet  Florence,  let  us  learn  from  yon  skies, 
over  which,  the  old  Greek  poetry  believed,  brooded 
the  wings  of  primeval  and  serenest  love,  what  earthly 
love  should  be ;  a  thing  pure  as  hght  and  peaceful  as 
immortality,  watching  over  the  stormy  world  that  it 
shall  survive,  and  high  above  the  clouds  and  vapours 
that  roll  below.  Let  little  minds  introduce  into  the 
holiest  of  affections  all  the  bitterness  and  tumuli,  of 
common  life !  Let  us  love  as  beings  who  will  one  day 
be  inhabitants  of  the  stars !" 


CHAPTER  IV. 

"  A  slippery  and  subtle  knave ;  a  finder  out  of  occasions  ;  that  has 
aa  eye  can  stamp  and  counterfeit  advantages." — Othello. 

"  Knavery's  plain  face  is  never  seen  till  used." 

Ibid. 

"  You  see,  my  dear  Lumley,"  said  Lord  Saxingliam, 
as  the  next  day  the  two  kinsmen  were  on  their  way  to 
London  in  the  earl's  chariot,  "  you  see,  that,  at  the  best, 
this  marriage  of  Flory's  is  a  cursed  bore." 

"  Why,  indeed,  it  has  its  advantages.  Maltravers  is  a 
gentleman  and  a  man  of  genius ;  but  gentlemen  are 
plentiful,  and  his  genius  only  tells  against  us,  since  he 
is  not  even  of  our  pohtics." 

"  Exactly;  my  own  son-in-law  voting  against  me !" 

"  A  practical,  reasonable  man  Would  change  :  not  so 
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Maltravers;  and  all  the  estates,  and  all  the  parliament- 
ary influence,  and  all  the  wealth  that  ought  to  go  with 
the  family  and  with  the  party,  go  out  of  the  family  and 
against  the  party.  You  are  quite  right,  my  dear  lord 
— it  is  a  cursed  bore." 

"  And  she  might  have  had  the  Duke  of  ****,  a  man 
with  the  rental  of  100,000Z.  a  year;  it  is  too  ridiculous ; 
this  Maltravers,  d — d  disagreeable  fellow,  too,  eh!" 

"  Stiff  and  stately — much  changed  for  the  worse  of 
late  years — grown  conceited  and  set  up." 

"  Do  you  know,  Lumley,  I  would  rather,  of  the  two, 
have  had  you  for  my  son-in-law." 

Lumley  half  started.  "  Are  you  serious,  my  lord  1  I 
have  not  Ernest's  fortune ;  I  cannot  make  such  settle- 
ments ;  my  hneage,  too,  at  least  on  my  mother's  side, 
is  less  ancient." 

"  Oh,  as  to  settlements,  Flory's  fortune  ought  to  be 
settled  on  herself;  as  for  family,  connexions  tell  more 
nowadays  than  Norman  descent ;  and  for  the  rest,  you 
are  likely  to  be  old  Templeton's  heir,  to  have  a  peerage 
(a  large  sum  of  ready  money  is  always  useful),  are  rising 
in  the  house  ;  one  of  our  set ;  will  soon  be  in  office ;  and, 
flattery  apart,  a  devilish  good  fellow  into  the  bargain. 
Oh,  I  would  sooner  a  thousand  times  that  Flory  had 
taken  a  fancy  to  you  !" 

Lumley  Ferrers  bowed  his  head,  but  said  nothing.  He 
fell  into  a  revery,  and  Lord  Saxingham  took  up  his  of 
ficial  red  box,  became  deep  in  its  contents,  and  forgot 
all  about  the  marriage  of  his  daughter. 

Lumley  pulled  the  check-string  as  the  carriage  en- 
tered Pall  Mall,  and  desired  to  be  set  down  at  the 
"  Travellers'."  While  Lord  Saxingham  was  borne  on 
to  settle  the  affairs  of  the  nation,  not  being  able  to  set- 
tle those  of  his  own  household,  Ferrers  was  inquiring 
the  address  of  Castruccio  Caesarini.  The  porter  was 
unable  to  give  it  him.  The  signor  generally  called 
every  day  for  his  notes,  but  no  one  at  the  club  knew 
where  he  lodged.  Ferrers  wrote,  and  left  with  the  por- 
ter a  line  requesting  Copsarini  to  call  on  him  as  soon  as 
possible,  and  bent  his  way  to  his  house  in  Great  George- 
street.  He  went  straight  into  his  library,  unlocked  his 
escritoire,  and  took  out  that  letter  which,  the  reader 
will  remember,  Maltravers  had  written  to  Caesarini,  and 
which  Lumley  had  secured;  carefully  did  he  twice  read 
over  this  effusion,  and  the  second  time  his  face  bright- 
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ened  and  his  eyes  sparkled.    It  is  now  time  to  lay  thi». 
letter  before  the  reader ;  it  ran  thus  : — 

"  Private  and  conJidentiaV^ 

"  My  dear  C.BSARIN1, 

"The  assurance  of  your  friendly  feelings  is  most 
welcome  to  me.  In  much  of  what  you  say  of  marriage, 
I  am  inclined,  though  with  reluctance,  to  agree.  As  to 
Lady  Florence  herself,  few  persons  are  more  calculated 
to  dazzle,  perhaps  to  fascinate.  But  is  she  a  person 
to  make  a  home  happy — to  sympathize  where  she  has 
been  accustomed  to  command — to  comprehend,  and  to 
yield  to  the  waywardness  and  irritability  common  to 
our  imaginative  and  morbid  race — to  content  herself 
with  the  homage  of  a  single  heart  ]  I  do  not  know 
her  enough  to  decide  the  question ;  but  I  know  her 
enough  to  feel  deep  solicitude  and  anxiety  for  your 
happiness  if  centred  in  a  nature  so  imperious  and  so 
vain.  But  you  will  remind  me  of  her  fortune,  her  sta- 
tion. You  will  say  that  such  are  the  sources  from 
which,  to  an  ambitious  mind,  happiness  may  well  be 
drawn.  Alas !  I  fear  that  the  man  who  marries  Lady 
Florence  must  indeed  confine  his  dreams  of  felicity  to 
those  harsh  and  disappointing  realities.  But,  Cassarini, 
these  are  not  the  words  which,  were  we  more  intimate, 
I  would  address  to  you.  1  doubt  the  reality  of  those 
affections  which  you  ascribe  to  her,  and  suppose  devo- 
ted to  yourself.  She  is  evidently  fond  of  conquest. 
She  sports  with  the  victims  she  makes.  Her  vanity 
plays  with  those  of  our  sex — it  will  dupe  her  at  last — 
but  you  must  not  yet  believe  that  the  time  is  come. 
Let  me  caution  you  to  discretion,  for  your  own  sake. 
I  will  not  say  more  to  you. 

"  Yours, 

"E.  Maltravers." 

"Hurrah!"  cried  Ferrers,  as  he  threw  down  the  let- 
ter and  rubbed  his  hands  with  delight.  "  I  little  thought, 
when  I  schemed  for  this  letter,  that  chance  would  make 
it  so  inestimably  serviceable.  There  is  less  to  alter 
than  I  thought  for ;  the  clumsiest  botcher  in  the  world 
could  manage  it.  Let  me  look  again.  Hem,  hem — the 
first  phrase  to  alter  is  this :  '  I  know  her  enough  to 
feel  deep  solicitude  and  anxiety  for  your  happiness  if 
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centred  in  a  nature  so  imperious  and  vain' — scratch 
out  'your'  and  put '  my.'  All  the  rest  good,  good,  till 
we  come  to  '  affections  which  you  ascribe  to  her  and 
suppose  devoted  to  ijourself — for  'yowrself  write  'wiy- 
self — the  rest  will  do.  Now,  then,  the  date,  we  must 
change  it  to  the  present  month,  and  the  work  is  done. 
I  wish  that  Italian  blockhead  would  come.  If  I  can 
but  once  make  an  irreparable  breach  between  her  and 
Maltravers,  I  think  I  cannot  fail  of  securing  his  place ; 
her  pique,  her  resentment,  will  hurry  her  into  taking 
the  first  who  offers,  by  way  of  revenge.  And,  by  Jupi- 
ter, even  if  I  fail  (which  I  am  sure  I  shall  not),  it  will 
be  something  to  keep  Flory  as  lady  paramount  for  a 
duke  of  our  own  party.  I  shall  gain  immensely  by  such 
a  connexion  ;  but  I  lose  everything  and  gain  nothing  by 
her  marrying  Maltravers — of  opposite  politics,  too — 
whom  I  begin  to  hate  like  poison.  But  no  duke  shall 
have  her ;  Florence  Ferrers,  the  only  alliteration  I  ever 
liked  ;  yet  it  would  sound  rough  in  poetry." 

Luniley  then  deliberately  drew  towards  him  his  ink- 
stand. "  No  penknife — uh,  true,  I  never  mend  pens — 
sad  waste — must  send  out  for  one."  He  rang  the  bell, 
ordered  a  penknife  to  be  purchased,  and  the  servant 
was  still  out  when  a  knock  at  the  door  was  heard,  and 
in  a  minute  more  Caesarini  entered. 

"  Ah,"  said  Lumley,  assuming  a  melancholy  air,  *'  I 
am  glad  that  you  are  arrived ;  you  will  excuse  my  hav- 
ing written  to  you  so  unceremoniously.  You  received 
my  note — sit  down,  pray — and  how  are  you — you  look 
dehcate — can  I  offer  you  anything  V 

"  Wine,"  said  Cagsarini,  laconically, "  wine — your  cli- 
mate requires  wine." 

Here  the  servant  entered  with  the  penknife,  and  was 
ordered  to  bring  wine  and  sandwiches.  Lumley  then 
conversed  lightly  on  different  matters  till  the  wine  ap- 
peared ;  he  was  rather  surprised  to  observe  Cajsarini 
pour  out  and  drink  off  glass  upon  glass,  with  an  evident 
craving  for  the  excitement.  When  he  had  satisfied 
himself,  he  turned  his  dark  eyes  to  Ferrers  and  said — 
"  You  have  news  to  communicate,  I  see  it  in  your  brow. 
I  am  now  ready  to  hear  all." 

"  Well,  then,  listen  to  me  ;  you  were  right  in  your 
suspicions ;  jealousy  is  ever  a  true  diviner.  I  make  no 
doubt  Othello  was  quite  right,  and  Desdemona  was  no 
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better  than  she  should  be.  Maltravers  has  proposed  to 
my  cousin,  and  been  accepted." 

Caesarini's  complexion  grew  perfectly  ghastly ;  his 
whole  frame  shook  like  a  leaf ;  for  a  moment  he  seemed 
paralyzed. 

"  Curse  him  !"  said  he,  at  last,  drawing  a  deep  breath 
and  between  his  grinded  teeth ;  "  curse  him  from  the 
depths  of  the  heart  he  has  broken  !" 

"  And  after  such  a  letter  to  you ;  do  you  remember 
it  ]  here  it  is.  He  warns  you  against  Lady  Florence, 
and  then  secures  her  to  himself ;  is  this  treachery  1" 

"  Treachery,  black  as  hell.  I  am  an  Italian,"  cried 
Ca'sarini,  springing  to  his  feet,  and  with  all  the  passions 
of  his  climate  in  his  face,  "  and  I  will  be  avenged. 
Bankrupt  in  fortune,  ruined  in  hopes,  blasted  in  heart, 
1  have  still  the  godlike  consolation  of  the  desperate — I 
have  revenges." 

"Will  you  call  him  outl"  asked  Lumley,  musingly 
and  calmly.  "  Are  you  a  dead  shot]  If  so,  it  is  worth 
thinking  about ;  if  not,  it  is  a  mockery  ;  your  shot 
misses — his  goes  in  the  air — seconds  interpose,  and 
you  both  walk  away  devilish  glad  to  get  off  so  well. 
Duels  are  humbugs." 

"Mr.  Ferrers,"  said  Caesarini,  fiercely,  "this  is  not  a 
matter  of  jest." 

"  I  do  not  make  it  a  jest ;  and,  what  is  more,  Caesari- 
ni," said  Ferrers,  with  a  concentrated  energy  far  more 
commanding  than  the  Italian's  fury,  "  what  is  more,  I 
so  detest  Maltravers,  I  am  so  stung  by  his  cold  superi- 
ority, so  wroth  with  his  success,  so  loathe  the  thought  of 
his  alliance,  that  I  would  cut  off  this  hand  to  frustrate 
that  marriage.  I  do  not  jest,  man ;  but  I  have  method 
and  sense  in  my  hatred — it  is  our  English  way." 

Caesarini  stared  at  the  speaker  gloomily  ;  clinched 
his  hand,  muttered,  and  strode  rapidly  to  and  fro  the 
room. 

"You  would  be  avenged,  so  would  I.  Now  what 
shall  be  the  means  V  said  Ferrers. 

"  I  will  stab  him  to  the  heart — I  will — " 

"  Cease  these  tragic  flights.  Nay,  frown  and  stamp 
not ;  but  sit  down  and  be  reasonable,  or  leave  me  and 
act  for  yourself." 

"Sir,"  said  Caesarini,  with  an  eye  that  might  have 
alarmed  a  man  less  resolute  than  Ferrers, "  have  a  care 
how  you  presume  on  my  distress." 
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"  You  are  in  distress,  and  you  refuse  relief,  you  are 
bankru{)t  in  fortune,  and  you  rave  like  a  poet  when  you 
should  be  devising  and  plotting  for  the  attainment  of 
boundless  wealth.  Revenge  and  ambition  may  both  be 
yours,  but  they  are  prizes  never  won  but  by  a  cautious 
foot  as  well  as  a  bold  hand." 

"  What  would  you  have  me  dol — and  what  but  his 
life  will  content  me  V 

"  Take  his  life  if  you  can — I  have  no  objection — go 
and  take  it;  only  just  observe  this,  that  if  you  miss 
your  aim,  or  he,  being  the  stronger  man,  strike  you  down, 
you  will  be  locked  up  in  a  madhouse  for  the  next  year 
or  two  at  least,  and  that  is  not  the  place  in  which  / 
should  like  to  pass  the  winter — but  as  you  will." 

"  You  ! — you  !  But  what  are  you  to  me  ?  I  will  go 
— good-day,  sir." 

"  Stay  a  moment,"  said  Ferrers,  when  he  saw  Caesar- 
ini  about  to  leave  the  room ;  "  stay — take  this  chair, 
and  listen  to  me  ;  you  had  better — " 

CEesarini  hesitated,  and  then,  as  it  were,  mechanically 
obeyed. 

"  Read  that  letter  which  Maltravers  wrote  to  you. 
You  have  finished  ;  well — now  observe,  if  Florence 
sees  that  letter,  she  will  not  and  cannot  marry  the  man 
who  wrote  it;  you  must  show  it  to  her." 

"  Ah,  my  guardian  angel,  I  see  it  all !  yes,  there  are 
words  in  this  letter  no  woman  so  proud  could  ever 
pardon.     Give  it  me  again  ;  I  will  go  at  once." 

"  Pshaw  !  you  are  too  quick ;  you  have  not  remarked 
that  this  letter  was  written  five  months  ago,  before  Mal- 
travers knew  much  of  Lady  Florence.  He  himself 
has  confessed  to  her  that  he  did  not  then  love  her ;  so 
much  the  more  would  she  value  the  conquest  she  has 
now  achieved.  Florence  would  smile  at  this  letter,  and 
say,  '  Ah,  he  judges  me  differently  now !' " 

"  Are  you  seeking  to  madden  me  ]  What  do  you 
mean  ?  Did  you  not  just  now  say  that,  did  she  see  that 
letter,  she  would  never  marry  the  writer  1" 

"  Yes,  yes,  but  the  letter  must  be  altered.  We  must 
erase  the  date — we  must  date  it  from  to-day  : — to-day 
— Maltravers  returns  to-day.  We  nsust  suppose  it  writ- 
ten, not  in  answer  to  a  letter  from  you,  demanding  his 
advice  and  opinion  as  to  your  marriage  with  Lady  Flor- 
ence, but  in  answer  to  a  letter  of  yours,  in  which  you 
congratulate  hi?n  on  his  approaching  marriage  to  her. 
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By  the  substitution  of  one  pronoun  for  another  in  two 
places,  the  letter  will  read  as  well  one  way  as  anoth- 
er. Read  it  again  and  see — or,  stop — I  will  be  the  lec- 
turer." 

Here  Ferrers  read  over  the  letter,  which,  by  the  tri- 
fling substitutions  he  proposed,  might  indeed  bear  the 
character  he  wished  to  give  to  it. 

"The  caution  at  the  close  as  to  discretion  may  be 
interpreted,"  said  Ferrers,  as  he  concluded,  "into  an  in- 
junction of  secresy  and  silence  respecting  this  private 
and  confidential  letter.  Does  the  light  break  in  upon 
you  now !  Are  you  prepared  to  go  through  a  part  that 
requires  subtlety,  delicacy,  address,  and,  above  all,  self- 
control ;  qualities  that  are  the  common  attributes  of 
your  countrymen." 

"  I  will  do  all— fear  me  not.  It  may  be  villanous,  it 
may  be  base ;  but  I  care  not,  Maltravers  shall  not  rival, 
master,  eclipse  me  in  all  things." 

"  Where  are  you  lodging  T" 

"  Where  ?  out  of  town  a  little  way." 

"  Take  up  your  home  with  me  for  a  few  days.  I 
cannot  trust  you  out  of  my  sight.  Send  for  your  lug- 
gage ;  I  have  a  room  at  your  service." 

Caesarini  at  first  refused ;  but  a  man  who  resolves 
on  a  crime  feels  the  awe  of  sohtude  and  the  necessity 
of  a  companion.  He  went  himself  to  bring  his  effects, 
and  promised  to  return  to  dinner. 

"  I  must  own,"  said  Lumley,  resettling  himself  at 
his  desk,  "  this  is  the  dirtiest  trick  that  ever  I  played ; 
but  the  glorious  end  sanctifies  the  paltry  means.  After 
all,  it  is  the  mere  prejudice  of  gentleman-like  education. 
So  now  for  you.  Master  Maltravers !" 

A  very  few  seconds,  and  with  the  aid  of  the  knife  to 
erase  and  the  pen  to  rewrite,  Ferrers  completed  his 
task,  with  the  exception  of  the  change  of  date,  which 
on  second  thoughts,  he  reserved  as  a  matter  to  be  reg- 
ulated by  circumstances. 

"  I  think  I  have  hit  off  his  m's  and  y's  tolerably,"  said 
he,  "considering  I  was  not  brought  up  to  this  sort  of 
thing.  But  the  alteration  would  be  visible  on  close  in- 
spection. Caesarini  must  read  the  letter  to  her ;  then,  if 
she  glances  over  it  herself,  it  will  be  with  bewildered 
eyes  and  a  dizzy  brain.  Above  all,  he  must  not  leave 
it  with  her,  and  must  bind  her  to  the  closest  secresy. 

M2 


138  ALPS    UPON   ALPS. 

She  is  honourable,  and  will  keep  her  word ;  and,  so,  now 
that  matter  is  settled.  I  have  just  time  before  dinner 
to  canter  down  to  my  uncle's  and  wish  the  old  fellow 
joy." 


CHAPTER  V. 

"  And  then  my  lord  has  much  that  he  would  state 
All  good  to  you." 

Ckabbe's  Tales  of  the  Heart. 

Lord  Vargrave  was  sitting  alone  in  his  library,  with 
his  account-books  before  him.  Carefully  did  he  cast 
up  the  various  sums  which,  invested  in  various  specula- 
tions, swelled  his  income.  The  result  seemed  satis- 
factory, and  the  rich  man  threw  down  his  pen  with  an 
air  of  triumph.  "  I  will  invest  120,000/.  in  land — only 
120,000/.  I  will  not  be  tempted  to  sink  more.  1  will 
have  a  fine  house — a  house  fitting  for  a  nobleman — a 
fine  old  Elizabethan  house — a  house  of  historical  inter- 
est. I  must  have  woods  and  lakes — and  a  deer-park, 
above  all.  Deer  are  very  gentleman-like  things — very. 
De  Clifford's  place  is  to  be  sold,  I  know  ;  they  ask  too 
much  for  it ;  but  ready  money  is  tempting.  I  can  bar- 
gain— bargain,  I  am  a  good  hand  at  a  bargain.  Should 
I  now  be  Lord  Baron  Vargrave  if  I  had  always  given 
people  what  they  asked  ?  I  will  double  my  subscrip- 
tions to  the  Bible  Society,  and  the  Philanthropic,  and 
the  building  of  new  churches.  The  world  shall  not  say 
Richard  Templeton  does  not  deserve  his  greatness,  I 
will — come  in.     Who's  there  !     Come  in." 

The  door  gently  opened ;  the  meek  face  of  the  new 
peeress  appeared.  "  I  disturb  you — I  beg  your  pardon 
—I—" 

"  Come  in,  my  dear,  come  in — I  want  to  talk  to  you 
— I  want  to  talk  to  your  ladyship — sit  down,  pray." 

Lady  Vargrave  obeyed. 

"  You  see,"  said  the  peer,  crossing  his  legs  and  cares- 
sing his  left  foot  with  both  hands,  while  he  seesawed  his 
stately  body  to  and  fro  in  his  chair — "  you  see  that  the 
honour  conferred  upon  me  will  make  a  great  change  in 
our  mode  of  life,  Mrs   Temple — .  I  mean  Lady  Var- 
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grave.  This  villa  is  all  very  well— my  country  house 
is  not  amiss  for  a  country  gentleman— but  now,  we 
must  support  our  rank.  The  estate  I  have  will  go  with 
the  title— go  to  Lumley— I  shall  buy  another  at  my 
own  disposal,  one  that'  I  can  feel  thoroughly  mine — it 
shall  be  a  splendid  place,  Lady  Vargrave." 

"  This  place  is  splendid  to  me,"  said  Lady  Vargrave, 
timidly. 

"  This  place,  nonsense— you  must  learn  loftier  ideas, 
Lady  Vargrave;  you  are  young,  you  can  easily  con- 
tract new  habits,  more  easily,  perhaps,  than  myself; 
you  are  naturally  ladylike,  though  I  say  it ;  you  have 
good  taste,  you  don't  talk  much,  you  don't  show  your 
ignorance— quite  right.  You  must  be  presented  at 
court,  Lady  Vargrave— we  must  give  great  dinners, 
Lady  Vargrave.  Balls  are  sinful,  so  is  the  opera,  at 
least  I  fear  so— yet  an  opera-box  would  be  a  proper  ap- 
pendage to  your  rank.  Lady  Vargrave." 

"  My  dear  Mr.  Templeton — " 

"  Lord  Vargrave,  if  your  ladyship  pleases." 

"  1  beg  pardon.  May  you  live  long  to  enjoy  your 
honours ;  but  1,  my  dear  lord— I  am  not  fit  to  share 
them ;  it  is  only  in  our  quiet  life  that  I  can  forget  what 
— what  I  was.  You  terrify  me  when  you  talk  of  court 
—of—" 

"  Stuff,  Lady  A'^argrave,  stuff;  we  accustom  ourselves 
to  these  things.  Do  /  look  like  a  man  who  has  stood 
behind  a  counter  1  rank  is  a  glove  that  stretches  to  the 
hand  that  wears  it.  And  the  child,  dear  child— dear 
Evelyn,  she  shall  be  the  admiration  of  London,  the 
beauty,  the  heiress,  the— oh,  she  will  do  us  honour!" 

"She  will,  she  will,"  said  Lady  Vargrave,  and  the 
tears  gushed  from  her  eyes. 

Lord  Vargrave  was  softened  ;  he  rose  from  his  chair, 
took  his  wife's  hand,  and  kissed  her  forehead  affec- 
tionately. 

"  No  mother  ever  deserved  more  from  a  child  than 

you  from  Evelyn." 

"  I  would  hope  I  have  done  my  duty,"  said  Lady  Var- 
grave, drying  her  tears. 

"  Papa,  papa !"  cried  an  impatient  voice,  tapping  at 
the  window,  "  come  and  play,  papa— come  and  play  at 
ball,  papa." 

And  there  by  the  window  stood  that  beautiful  child, 
glowing  with  health  and  mirth,  her  light  hair  tossed 
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from  her   forehead,  her  sweet  mouth  dimpled  with 
smiles. 

"  My  darling,  go  on  the  lawn — don't  overexert  your- 
self— you  have  not  quite  recovered  that  horrid  sprain— 
I  will  join  you  immediately — bless  you!" 

"  Don't  be  long,  papa — nobody  plays  so  nicely  as  you 
do  ;"  and,  nodding  and  laughing  from  very  glee,  away 
scampered  the  young  fairy. 

Lord  Vargrave  turned  to  his  wife. 

"  What  think  you  of  my  nephew — of  Lumley  f  said 
he,  abruptly. 

"  He  seems  all  that  is  amiable,  frank,  and  kind." 

Lord  Vargrave's  brow  became  thoughtful.  "  I  think 
so  too,"  he  said,  after  a  short  pause,  •'  and  I  hope  you 
will  approve  of  what  I  mean  to  do.  You  see,  my  dear, 
Lumley  was  brought  up  to  regard  himself  as  my  heir; 
I  owe  something  to  him  beyond  the  poor  estate  which, 
goes  with,  but  never  can  adequately  support  my  title. 
Family  honours,  hereditary  rank,  must  be  properly  re- 
garded. But  that  dear  girl — I  shall  leave  her  the  bulk 
of  my  fortune.  Could  we  not  unite  the  fortune  and  the 
title  ?  it  would  secure  the  rank  to  her ;  it  would  incorpo- 
rate all  my  desires,  all  my  duties." 

"  But,"  said  Lady  Vargrave,  with  evident  surprise, 
"  if  I  understand  you  rightly,  the  disparity  of  years — " 

"  And  what  then,  what  then,  Lady  Vargrave  \  Is  there 
no  disparity  of  years  between  us — a  greater  disparity 
than  between  Lumley  and  that  tall  girll  Lumley  is  a 
mere  youth,  a  youth  still,  five-and-thirty — he  will  be  little" ' 
more  than  forty  when  they  marry ;  I  was  between  fifty 
and  sixty  when  I  married  you.  Lady  Vargrave,  and  I 
flatter  myself  I  have  made  you  an  excellent  husband." 

"  Indeed,  yes  ;  but  still — " 

"  I  don't  like  boy  and  girl  marriages  :  a  man  should 
be  older  than  his  wife.  But  you  are  so  romantic,  Lady 
Vargrave.  Besides,  Lumley  is  so  gay  and  good-look- 
ing, and  wears  so  well.  He  has  been  very  nearly  form- 
ing another  attachment ;  but  that,  I  trust,  is  out  of  his 
head  now.  They  must  like  each  other.  You  will  not 
gainsay  me.  Lady  Vargrave,  and  if  anything  happens  to 
me — life  is  uncertain." 

"  Oh,  do  not  speak  so,  my  friend,  my  benefactor !" 

"  Why,  indeed,"  resumed  his  lordship,  mildly,  "  thank 
Heaven,  I  am  very  well — feel  younger  than  ever  I  did 
^but  still,  life  is  uncertain — and,  if  you  survive  me, 
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you  M'ill  not  throw  obstacles  in  the  way  of  my  grand 
scheme]" 

"  I — no,  no  ;  you  have  the  right  in  all  things  over  her 
destiny  ;  but  so  young — so  soft-hearted,  if  she  should 
love  one  of  her  own  years — " 

"  Love — pooh !  love  does  not  come  into  girls'  heads 
unless  it  is  put  there.  We  will  bring  her  up  to  love 
Lumley.  I  have  another  reason — a  cogent  one — our 
secret !  to  him  it  can  be  confided — it  should  not  go  out 
of  our  family.  Even  in  my  grave  I  could  not  rest  if  a 
slur  were  cast  on  my  respectability — my  name." 

Lord  Vargrave  spoke  solemnly  and  warmly ;  then 
muttering  to  himself,  "Yes,  it  is  for  the  best,"  he  took 
up  his  hat  and  left  the  room.  He  joined  his  stepchild 
on  the  lawn.  He  romped  with  her,  he  played  with  her 
— that  stiff'  stately  man ! — he  laughed  louder  than  she 
did,  and  ran  almost  as  fast.  And  when  she  was  fa- 
tigued and  breathless,  he  made  her  sit  down  beside  him 
in  a  little  summer-house,  and  fondly  stroking  down  her 
disordered  tresses,  said,  "  You  tire  me  out,  child  ;  1  am 
growing  loo  old  to  play  with  you.  Lumley  must  supply 
my  place.     You  love  Lumley  V 

"  Oh,  dearly,  he  is  so  good-natured,  so  kind ;  he  has 
given  me  a  beautiful  doll,  with  such  eyes !" 

"  You  shall  be  his  little  wife ;  you  would  like  to  be 
his  little  wife  1" 

"  Wife !  why  poor  mamma  is  a  wife,  and  she  is  not 
so  happy  as  I  am." 

"  Your  mamma  has  bad  health,  my  dear,"  said  Lord 
Vargrave,  a  little  discomposed.  "  But  it  is  a  fine  thing 
to  be  a  wife,  and  have  a  carriage  of  your  own,  and  a 
fine  house,  and  jewels,  and  plenty  of  money,  and  be 
your  own  mistress  ;  and  Lumley  will  love  you  dearly." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  should  hke  all  that." 

"  And  you  will  have  a  protector,  child,  when  I  am  no 
more !" 

The  tone,  rather  that  the  words,  of  her  stepfather, 
struck  a  damp  into  that  childish  heart.  Evelyn  lifted 
her  eyes,  gazed  at  him  earnestly,  and  then,  throwing 
her  arms  round  him,  burst  into  tears. 

Lord  Vargrave  wiped  his  own  eyes  and  covered  her 
with  kisses. 

"Yes,  you  shall  be  Lumley's  wife,  his  honoured  wife, 
heiress  to  my  rank  as  to  my  fortunes." 

"  I  will  do  all  that  papa  wishes." 
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"  You  Will  be  Lady  Vargrave  then,  and  Lumley  will 
be  your  husband,"  said  the  stepfather,  impressively. 
"  Think  over  what  1  have  said.  Now  let  us  join  mam- 
ma. But,  as  1  live,  here  is  Lumley  himself.  However, 
it  is  not  yet  the  time  to  sound  him  :  1  hope  that  he  has 
no  chance  with  that  Lady  Florence." 


CHAPTER  VL 

"  Fair  encounter 
Of  two  most  rare  atl'ections." 

Tempest. 

Meanwhile  the  betrothed  were  on  their  road  to  liOn- 
don.  The  balmy  and  serene  beauty  of  the  day  had  in- 
duced them  to  perform  the  short  journey  on  horseback. 
It  is  somewhere  said  that  lovers  are  never  so  handsome 
as  in  each  other's  company,  and  neither  Florence  nor 
Ernest  ever  looked  so  well  as  on  horseback.  There 
was  something  in  the  stateliness  and  the  grace  of  both, 
something  even  in  the  aquiline  outline  of  their  features 
and  the  haughty  bend  of  the  neck,  that  made  a  sort  of 
likeness  between  these  young  persons,  although  there 
was  no  comparison  as  to  their  relative  degrees  of  per- 
sonal advantage  :  the  beauty  of  Florence  defied  all  com- 
parison. And  as  they  rode  from  Cleveland's  porch, 
where  the  other  guests,  yet  hngering,  were  assembled 
to  give  the  farewell  greeting,  there  was  a  general  con- 
viction of  the  happiness  destined  to  the  affianced  ones ; 
a  general  impression  that  both  in  mind  and  person  they 
■were  eminently  suited  to  each  other.  Their  position 
was  that  which  is  ever  interesting,  even  in  more  ordi- 
nary people,  and  at  that  moment  they  were  absolutely 
popular  with  all  who  gazed  on  them  ;  and  when  the 
good  old  Cleveland  turned  away  with  tears  in  his  eyes 
and  murmured  "  Bless  them  !"  there  was  not  one  of  the 
party  who  would  have  hesitated  to  join  in  the  prayer. 

Florence  felt  a  nameless  dejection  as  she  left  a  spot 
so  consecrated  by  grateful  recollections. 

"  When  shall  we  be  again  so  happy  V  said  she,  softly, 
as  she  turned  back  to  gaze  upon  the  landscape  which, 
gay  with  flowers,  and  shrubs,  and  the  bright  EngUsh 
verdure,  smiled  behind  them  like  a  garden. 
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"  We  will  try  and  make  my  old  hall  and  its  gloomy 
shades  remind  us  of  these  fairer  scenes,  my  Florence." 

"  Ah  !  describe  to  me  the  character  of  your  place. 
We  shall  live  there  principally,  shall  we  not!  I  am 
sure  I  shall  like  it  much  better  than  Marsden  Court, 
which  is  the  name  of  that  huge  pile  of  arches  and  col- 
umns in  Vanburgh's  heaviest  taste,  which  will  soon  be 
yours." 

"  I  fear  we  shall  never  dispose  of  all  your  mighty  ret- 
inue, grooms  of  the  chamber,  and  Patagonian  footmen, 
and  Heaven  knows  who  besides,  in  the  holes  and  cor- 
ners of  Burleigh,"  said  Ernest,  smiling.  And  then  he 
went  on  to  describe  the  old  place  with  something  of  a 
well-born  country  gentleman's  not  displeasing  pride  ; 
and  Florence  listened,  and  t-hey  planned,  and  altered, 
and  added,  and  improved,  and  laid  out  a  map  for  the  fu- 
ture. From  that  topic  they  turned  to  another  equally 
interesting  to  Florence.  The  work  in  which  Maltrav- 
ers  had  been  engaged  was  completed,  was  in  the  hands 
of  the  printer,  and  Florence  amused  herself  with  con- 
jectures as  to  the  criticisms  it  would  provoke.  She 
was  certain  that  all  that  had  most  pleased  her  would  be 
caviare  to  the  multitude.  She  never  would  believe  that 
any  one  could  understand  Maltravers  but  herself.  Thus 
time  flew  on  till  they  passed  that  part  of  the  road  in 
which  had  occurred  Krnest's  adventure  with  Mr.  Tem- 
pleton's  daughter.  Maltravers  paused  abruptly  in  the 
midst  of  his  glowing  periods,  as  the  spot  awakened  its 
associations  and  reminiscences,  and  looked  round  anx- 
iously and  inquiringly.  But  the  fair  apparition  was  not 
again  visible  ;  and  whatever  impression  the  place  pro- 
duced, it  gradually  died  away  as  they  entered  the  sub- 
urbs of  the  great  metropolis.  Two  other  gentlemen 
and  a  young  lady  of  thirty-three  (1  had  almost  forgotten 
them)  were  of  the  party,  but  they  had  the  tact  to  linger 
a  little  behind  during  the  greater  part  of  the  road,  and 
the  young  lady,  who  was  a  wit  and  a  flirt,  found  gossip 
and  sentiment  for  both  the  cavaliers. 

"  Will  you  come  to  us  this  evening  V  asked  Florence, 
timidly. 

"  I  fear  I  shall  not  be  able.  I  have  several  matters 
to  arrange  before  I  leave  town  for  Burleigh,  which  I 
must  do  next  week.  Three  months,  dearest  Florence, 
will  scarcely  suffice  to  make  Burleigh  put  on  its  best 
looks  to  greet  its  new  mistress ;  and  I  have  already  ap- 
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pointed  the  great  modern  magicians  of  draperies  and 
ormolu  to  consult  how  we  may  make  Aladdin's  palace 
fit  for  the  reception  of  the  new  princess.  Lawers,  too ! 
in  short,  I  expect  to  be  fully  occupied.  But  to-mor- 
row, at  three,  I  shall  be  with  you,  and  we  can  ride  out, 
if  the  day  be  fine." 

"  Surely,"  said  Florence,  "  yonder  is  Signor  Caesar- 
ini — how  haggard  and  altered  he  appears  !" 

Maltravers,  turning  his  eyes  towards  the  spot  to 
which  Florence  pointed,  saw  Caesarini  emerging  from 
a  lane,  with  a  porter  behind  him  carrying  some  books 
and  a  trunk.  The  Italian,  who  was  talking  and  gestic- 
ulating as  to  himself,  did  not  perceive  them. 

"Poor  Castruccio  !  he  seems  leaving  his  lodging," 
thought  Maltravers.  "  By  this  time  I  fear  he  will  have 
spent  the  last  sum  I  conveyed  to  him  ;  I  must  remember 
to  find  him  out  and  replenish  his  stores.  Do  not  forget," 
said  he,  aloud,  "  to  see  Caesarini,  and  urge  him  to  accept 
the  appointment  we  spoke  of." 

"  1  will  not  forget  it — I  will  see  him  to-morrow  before 
we  meet.     Yet  it  is  a  painful  task,  Ernest." 

"  I  allow  it — alas  !  Florence,  you  owe  him  some  rep- 
aration. He  undoubtedly  once  conceived  himself  en- 
titled to  form  hopes,  the  vanity  of  which  his  ignorance 
of  our  English  world  and  his  foreign  birth  prevented  him 
from  suspecting." 

"  Believe  me,  I  did  not  give  him  the  right  to  form 
such  expectations." 

"  But  you  did  not  sufficiently  discourage  them.  Ah, 
Florence,  never  underrate  the  pangs  of  hope  crushed, 
of  love  contemned." 

"Dreadful!"  said  Florence,  almost  shuddering.  "It 
is  strange,  but  my  conscience  never  so  smote  me  be- 
fore. It  is  since  I  love  that  I  feel  for  the  first  time  how 
guilty  a  creature  is — " 

"  A  coquet !"  interrupted  Maltravers  ;  "  well,  let  us 
think  of  the  past  no  mere;  but  if  we  can  restore  a 
gifted  man,  whose  youth  promised  much  to  an  honour- 
able independence  and  a  healthful  mind,  let  us  do  so. 
Me,  Caesarini  never  can  forgive ;  he  will  think  I  have 
robbed  him  of  yon.  But  we  men — the  woman  we  have 
once  loved,  even  after  she  rejects  us,  ever  has  some 
power  over  us  ;  and  your  eloquence,  which  has  so  often 
roused  me,  cannot  fail  to  impress  a  nature  yet  more  ex- 
citable." 
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Maltravers,  on  leaving  Florence  at  her  own  door, 
went  home,  summoned  his  favourite  servant,  gave  him 
Caesarini's  address  at  Chelsea,  bade  him  find  out  where 
he  was,  if  he  had  left  his  lodgings,  and  leave  at  his 
present  home,  or  (failing  its  discovery)  at  the  Travel- 
lers, a  cover,  which  he  made  his  servant  address,  en- 
closing a  bank  note  of  some  amount.  If  the  reader 
wonder  why  Maltravers  thus  constituted  himself  the 
unknown  benefactor  of  the  Italian,  I  must  tell  him  that  he 
does  not  understand  Maltravers.  Caesarini  was  not  the 
only  man  of  letters  whose  faults  he  pitied,  whose  wants 
he  relieved.  Though  his  name  seldom  shone  in  the 
pompous  lists  of  public  subscriptions ;  though  he  dis- 
dained to  affect  the  Maecenas  and  the  patron,  he  felt  the 
brotherhood  of  mankind,  and  a  kind  of  gratitude  for 
those  who  aspired  to  raise  or  to  delight  their  species. 
An  author  himself,  he  could  appreciate  the  vast  debt 
which  the  world  owes  to  authors,  and  pays  but  by  cal- 
umny in  life  and  barren  laurels  after  death.  His  very 
love  of  the  beautiful  kept  the  heart  of  Ernest  Mal- 
travers soft  and  charitable,  compassionate  and  generous. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

"  Don  John.  How  canst  thou  cross  this  marriage  ? 
Borachio.  Not  honestly,  my  lord,  but  so  covertly  that  no  dishonesty 
shall  appear  in  me,  my  lord." 

Mvich  Ado  about  Nothing. 

Ferrers  and  Caesarini  were  sitting  over  their  wine, 
and  both  had  sunk  into  silence,  for  they  had  only  one 
subject  in  common,  when  a  note  was  brought  to  Lumley 
from  Lady  Florence—"  This  is  lucky  enough !"  said  he, 
as  he  read  it.  "  Lady  Florence  wishes  to  see  you,  and 
encloses  me  a  note  for  you,  which  she  asks  me  to  ad- 
dress and  forward  to  you.     There  it  is." 

Caesarini  took  the  note  with  trembling  hands  :  it  was 
very  short,  and  merely  expressed  a  desire  to  see  him 
the  next  day  at  two  o'clock. 

"  What  can  it  be  V  he  exclaimed  ;  "  can  she  want  to 
apologize,  to  explain  T' 

"No,  no,  no !  Florence  will  not  do  that ;  but,  from 

Vol.  II.— N 
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certain  words  she  dropped  in  talking  with  me,  I  guess 
that  she  has  some  offer  to  your  worldly  advantage  to 
propose  to  you.  Ha !  by-the-way,  a  thought  strikes 
me." 

Lumley  eagerly  rang  the  bell.  "  Is  Lady  Florence's 
servant  waiting  for  an  answer  T" 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Very  well — detain  him." 

"  Now,  Caesarini,  assurance  is  made  doubly  sure. 
Come  into  the  next  room.  There,  sit  down  at  my  desk 
and  write,  as  I  shall  dictate,  to  Maltravers." 

"  I !" 

"  Yes !  now  do  put  yourself  in  my  hands — write,  write. 
When  you  have  finished  I  will  explain." 

Caesarini  obeyed,  and  the  letter  was  as  follows  : — 

"  Dear  Maltravers, 

"  I  have  learned  your  approaching  marriage  with  Lady 
Florence  Lascelles.  Permit  me  to  congratulate  you. 
For  myself,  I  have  overcome  a  vain  and  foolish  passion, 
and  can  contemplate  your  happiness  without  a  sigh. 

"I  have  reviewed  all  my  old  prejudices  against  mar- 
riage, and  believe  it  to  be  a  state  which  nothing  but  the 
most  perfect  congeniality  of  temper,  pursuits,  and  minds 
can  render  bearable.  How  rare  is  such  congeniality! 
in  your  case  it  may  exist.  The  affections  of  that  beau- 
tiful being  are  doubtless  ardent — and  they  are  yours ! 

"  Write  me  a  line  by  the  bearer  to  assure  me  of  your 
belief  of  my  sincerity. 

"  Yours, 

"  C.  CiESARINI." 

"  Copy  out  this  letter,  I  want  its  ditto — quick.  Now 
seal  and  direct  the  duplicate,"  continued  Ferrers ;  "  that's 
right — go  into  the  hall,  give  it  yourself  to  Lady  Flor- 
ence's servant,  and  beg  him  to  take  it  to  Seamore-place, 
wait  for  an  answer,  and  bring  it  here ;  by  which  time 
you  will  have  a  note  ready  for  Lady  Florence.  Say  I 
will  mention  this  to  her  ladyship,  and  give  the  man  half 
a  crown.     There — begone." 

"  I  do  not  understand  a  word  of  this,"  said  Caesarini, 
when  he  returned  ;  "  will  you  explain  V 

"  Certainly ;  the  copy  of  the  note  you  have  despatched 
to  Maltravers  I  shall  show  to  Lady  Florence  this  eve- 
ning, as  a  proof  of  your  sobered  and  generous  feelings ; 
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observe,  it  is  so  written  that  the  old  letter  of  your  rival 
may  seem  an  exact  reply  to  it.  To-morrow,  a  reference 
to  this  note  of  }^ours  will  bring  out  our  scheme  more 
easily ;  and  if  you  follow  my  instructions  you  will  not 
seem  to  volunteer  showing  our  handiwork,  as  we  at  first 
intended ;  but  rather  to  yield  it  to  her  eyes  from  a  gen- 
erous impulse,  from  an  irresistible  desire  to  save  her 
from  an  unworthy  husband  and  a  wretched  fate.  For- 
tune has  been  dealing  our  cards  for  us,  and  has  turned 
up  the  ace.  Three  to  one  now  on  the  odd  trick.  Mal- 
travers,  too,  is  at  home.  I  called  at  his  house  on  re- 
turning from  my  uncle's,  and  learned  that  he  would  not 
stir  out  all  the  evening." 

In  due  time  came  the  answer  from  Ernest :  it  was 
short  and  hurried ;  but  full  of  all  the  manly  kindness  of 
his  nature ;  it  expressed  admiration  and  delight  at  the 
tone  of  Cffisarini's  letter ;  it  revoked  all  former  expres- 
sions derogatory  to  Lady  Florence  ;  it  owned  the  harsh- 
ness and  errors  of  his  first  impressions ;  it  used  every 
delicate  argument  that  could  sooth  and  reconcile  Caesar- 
ini ;  and  concluded  by  sentiments  of  friendship  and  de- 
sire of  service  so  cordial,  so  honest,  so  free  from  the  af- 
fectation of  patronage,  that  even  Cassarini  himself,  half 
insane  as  he  was  with  passion,  was  almost  softened. 
Lumley  sav/  the  change  in  his  countenance — snatched 
the  letter  from  his  hand — read  it — threw  it  into  the  fire 
— and  saying,  "  We  must  guard  against  accidents,"  clap- 
ped the  Italian  aflfectionately  on  the  shoulder,  and  added, 
"  Now  you  can  have  no  remorse — for  a  more  Jesuitical 
piece  of  insulting,  hypocritical  cant,  I  never  read. 
Where's  your  note  to  Lady  Florence  ?  Your  compli- 
ments, you  will  be  with  her  at  two.  There — now  the 
rehearsal's  over,  the  scenes  arranged,  and  I'll  dress  and 
open  the  play  for  you  with  a  prologue." 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

"  ^sUiat  ingens 
Imo  in  corde  pudor,  mixtoque  insania  lactu, 
Et  funis  agitatus  amor,  et  conscia  virtus." 


Virgil. 


The  next  day,  punctual  to  liis  apponitment,  Caesarini 
repaired  to  his  critical  interview  with  Lady  Florence. 
Her  countenance,  which,  like  that  of  most  persons  whose 
temper  is  not  under  their  command,  ever  too  faithfully 
expressed  what  was  within,  was  unusually  flushed. 
Lumley  had  dropped  words  and  hints  which  had  driven 
sleep  from  her  pillow  and  repose  from  her  mind. 

She  rose  from  her  seat  with  nervous  agitation  as  Cae- 
sarini entered  and  made  his  grave  salutation.  After  a 
short  and  embarrassed  pause  she  recovered,  however, 
her  self-possession,  and,  with  all  a  woman's  delicate  and 
dexterous  tact,  urged  upon  the  Italian  the  expediency 
of  accepting  the  offer  of  honourable  independence  now 
extended  to  him. 

"  You  have  abilities,"  she  said,  in  conclusion — "  you 
have  friends — you  have  youth — take  advantage  of  those 
gifts  of  nature  and  fortune,  and  fulfil  such  a  career  as," 
added  Lady  Florence,  with  a  smile, "  Dante  did  not  con- 
sider incompatible  with  poetry." 

"  I  cannot  object  to  any  career,"  said  Cassarini,  with 
an  effort,  "  that  may  serve  to  remove  me  from  a  country 
that  has  no  longer  any  charms  for  rne.  I  thank  you  for 
your  kindness — I  will  obey  you.  May  you  be  happy — ■ 
and  yet — no,  ah !  no — happy  you  must  be  !  Even  he, 
sooner  or  later,  must  see  you  with  my  eyes." 

"  I  know,"  replied  Florence,  falteringly,  "  that  you 
have  wisely  and  generously  mastered  a  past  illusion. 
Mr.  Ferrers  allowed  me  to  see  the  letter  you  wrote  to 
Er — to  Mr.  Maltravers ;  it  was  worthy  of  you — it  touched 
me  deeply;  but  I  trust  you  will  outlive  your  prejudi- 
ces against — " 

"  Stay,"  interrupted  Caesarini,  "  did  Ferrers  commu- 
nicate to  you  the  answer  to  that  letter]" 

"  No,  indeed." 

"  I  am  glad  of  it." 
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"WhyT" 

*'  Oh,  no  matter.     God  bless  you — farewell." 

"  No — I  implore  you  do  not  go  yet — what  was  there 
in  that  letter  that  it  could  pain  me  to  seel  Lumley 
hinted  darkly,  but  would  not  speak  out — be  more  frank." 

"  I  cannot — it  would  be  treachery  to  Maltravers — cru- 
elty to  you — yet,  would  it  be  cruel  V 

"  No,  it  would  not — it  would  be  kindness  and  mercy ; 
show  me  the  letter — you  have  it  with  you." 

"  You  could  not  bear  it ;  you  would  hate  me  for  the 
pain  it  would  give  you.     Let  me  depart." 

"  Man,  you  wrong  Maltravers.  I  see  it  now.  You 
would  darkly  slander  him  whom  you  cannot  openly  de- 
fame.    Go — I  was  wrong  to  listen  to  you — go  !" 

"  Lady  Florence,  beware  how  you  taunt  me  into  un- 
deceiving you.  Here  is  the  letter,  it  is  his  handwriting ; 
will  you  read  it !     I  warn  you  not." 

"  I  will  believe  nothing  but  the  evidence  of  my  own 
eyes — give  it  me." 

"  Stay  then ;  on  two  conditions.  First,  that  you 
promise  me  sacredly  that  you  will  not  disclose  to  Mal- 
travers, without  my  consent,  that  you  have  seen  this 
letter.  Think  not  I  fear  his  anger.  No !  but  in  the 
mortal  encounter  that  must  ensue,  if  you  thus  betray 
me,  your  character  would  be  lowered  in  the  world's 
eyes,  and  even  I  (my  excuse  unknown)  might  not  ap- 
pear to  have  acted  with  honour  in  obeying  your  desire, 
and  warning  you,  while  there  is  yet  time,  of  bartering 
love  for  avarice.     Promise  me." 

"  I  do — I  do  most  solemnly." 

"  Secondly,  assure  me  that  you  will  not  ask  to  keep 
the  letter,  but  will  immediately  restore  it  to  me." 

"  I  promise  it.     Now  then." 

"  Take  the  letter." 

Florence  seized,  and  rapidly  read  the  fatal  and  gar- 
bled document ;  her  brain  was  dizzy — her  eyes  clouded 
— her  ears  rang  as  with  a  sound  of  water — she  was  sick 
and  giddy  with  emotion,  but  she  read  enough.  This 
letter  was  written,  then,  in  answer  of  Castruccio's  of 
last  night — it  avowed  dislike  of  her  character — it  pro- 
duced the  impossibility  to  love  her — it  more  than  hinted 
the  mercenary  nature  of  his  feelings.  Yes,  even  there, 
where  she  had  garnered  up  her  heart,  she  was  not  Flor- 
ence, the  lovely  and  beloved  woman ;  but  Florence,  tlie 
wealthy  and  highborn  heiress.     The  world  which  she 

N  2 
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had  built  upon  the  faith  and  heart  of  Maltravers  crum- 
bled away  at  her  feet.  The  letter  dropped  from  her 
hands ;  her  whole  form  seemed  to  shrink  and  shrivel 
up ;  her  teeth  were  set,  and  her  cheek  was  as  white  as 
marble. 

"  0  God !"  cried  Caesarini,  stung  with  remorse.  "  Speak 
to  me,  speak  to  me,  Florence.  I  did  wrong — forget 
that  hateful  letter.     I  have  been  false — false." 

"  Ah,  false — say  so  again  I — no,  no,  I  remember  he 
told  me — he,  so  wise,  so  deep  a  judge  of  human  charac- 
ter— that  he  would  be  sponsor  for  your  faith — that  your 
honour  and  heart  were  incorruptible.  It  is  true.  I 
thank  you ;  you  have  saved  me  from  a  terrible  fate. 

"  Oh,  Lady  Florence,  dear — too  dear — yet  would  that 
— alas !  she  does  not  listen  to  me,"  muttered  Castruccio, 
as  Florence,  pressing  her  hands  to  her  temples,  walked 
wildly  to  and  fro  the  room  ;  at  length  she  paused  op- 
posite to  CcEsarini,  looked  him  full  in  the  face,  returned 
him  the  letter  without  a  word,  and  pointed  to  the  door. 

"  No,  no,  do  not  bid  me  leave  you  yet,"  said  Caesari- 
ni, trembling  with  repentant  emotion,  yet  half  beside 
himself  with  jealous  rage  at  her  love  for  his  rival. 

"  My  friend,  go,"  said  Florence,  in  a  tone  of  voice 
singularly  subdued  and  soft.  "  Do  not  fear  me — I  have 
more  pride  in  me  than  even  affection ;  but  there  are 
certain  struggles  in  a  woman's  breast  which  she  could 
never  betray  to  any  one — any  one  but  a  mother.  God 
help  me,  I  have  none ! — go — when  next  we  meet  I  shall 
be  calm." 

She  held  out  her  hand  as  she  spoke;  the  Italian 
dropped  on  his  knee,  kissed  it  convulsively,  and,  fear- 
ful of  trusting  himself  further,  vanished  from  the  room. 

He  had  not  been  long  gone  before  Maltravers  was 
seen  riding  through  the  street.  As  he  threw  himself 
from  his  horse,  he  looked  up  at  the  window  and  kissed 
his  hand  at  Lady  Florence,  who  stood  there  watching 
his  arrival,  with  feelings,  indeed,  far  different  from  those 
he  anticipated.     He  entered  the  room  lightly  and  gayly. 

Florence  stirred  not  to  welcome  him.  He  approached 
and  took  her  hand ;  she  withdrew  it  with  a  shudder. 

"Are  you  not  well,  Florence?" 

"  I  am  well,  for  I  have  recovered," 

•'  What  do  you  mean — why  do  you  turn  from  me  1" 

Lady  Florence  fixed  her  eyes  on  him,  eyes  that  lite- 
rally blazed — her  lip  quivered  with  scorn. 
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": 


Mr.  Maltravers,  at  length  I  know  you.  I  under- 
stand the  feelings  with  which  you  have  sought  a  union 
between  us.  Oh  God !  why,  why  was  I  thus  cursed 
with  riches — why  made  a  thing  of  barter,  and  merchan- 
dise, and  avarice,  and  low  ambition  1  Take  my  wealth, 
take  it,  Mr.  Maltravers,  since  that  is  what  you  prize. 
Heaven  knows,  I  can  cast  it  willingly  away ;  but  leave 
the  wretch  whom  you  long  deceived,  and  who  now, 
wretch  though  she  be,  renounces  and  despises  you." 

"  Lady  Florence,  do  I  hear  aright  1  Who  has  accused 
me  to  youV 

"  None,  sir,  none — I  would  have  believed  none.  Let 
it  suffice  that  I  am  convinced  that  our  union  can  be 
happy  to  neither;  question  me  no  further — all  inter- 
course between  us  is  for  ever  over  !" 

"  Pause,"  said  Maltravers,  with  cold  and  grave  so- 
lemnity— "  another  word,  and  the  gulf  will  become  im- 
passable.    Pause." 

"  Do  not,"  exclaimed  the  unhappy  lady,  stung  by 
what  she  considered  the  assurance  of  a  hardened  hypoc- 
risy— "  do  not  affect  this  haughty  superiority,  it  dupes 
me  no  longer.  I  was  your  slave  while  I  loved  you— 
the  tie  is  broken.  I  am  free,  and  I  hate  and  scorn  you. 
Mercenary  and  sordid  as  you  are,  your  baseness  of 
spirit  revives  the  differences  of  our  rank.  Henceforth, 
Mr.  Maltravers,  I  am  Lady  Florence  Lascelles,  and  by 
that  title  alone  will  you  know  me — begone,  sir!" 

As  she  spoke,  with  passion  distorting  every  feature 
of  her  face,  all  her  beauty  vanished  away  from  the  eyes 
of  the  proud  Maltravers,  as  if  by  witchcraft ;  the  angel 
seemed  transformed  into  the  fury,  and  cold,  bitter,  and 
withering  was  the  eye  which  he  fixed  upon  that  work- 
ing and  agonized  countenance. 

"  Mark  me.  Lady  Florence  Lascelles,"  said  he,  very 
calmly,  "  you  have  now  said  what  you  can  never  recall. 
Were  you  my  wife,  the  mother  of  my  children ;  were 
these  the  first  words  of  insult  that  after  long  and  de- 
voted years  of  wedded  life  you  had  ever  uttered,  such 
words  would  suffice  to  annihilate  all  love,  and  all  re- 
membrance but  of  themselves.  Were  you  to  discover 
that  you  had  wronged  me,  and  to  crawl  upon  your 
knees  to  pray  my  pardon,  I  would  not  grant  it.  Nei- 
ther in  man  nor  woman  did  Ernest  Maltravers  ever 
forget  or  forgive  a  sentence  which  accused  him  of  dis- 
honour.   I  bid  you  farewell  forever ;  and  with  my  last 
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words  I  condemn  you  to  the  darkest  of  all  dooms — the 
remorse  that  comes  too  late  !" 

Slowly  he  moved  away  ;  and,  as  the  door  closed  upon 
that  towering  and  haughty  form,  Florence  already  felt 
that  his  curse  was  working  to  its  fulfilment.  She  rushed 
to  the  window  ;  she  caught  one  last  glimpse  of  him  as 
his  horse  bore  him  rapidly  away.  Ah !  when  shall  they 
meet  again  1 


CHAPTER  IX. 

"  And  now  I  live— oh,  wherefore  do  I  live? 
And  with  that  pang  I  prayed  to  be  no  more." 

Wordsworth. 

It  was  about  nine  o'clock  that  evening,  and  Maltrav- 
crs  was  alone  in  his  room.  His  carriage  was  at  the 
door — his  servants  were  arranging  the  luggage — he  was 
going  that  night  to  Burleigh.  London — society — the 
world,  were  grown  hateful  to  him.  His  galled  and  in- 
dignant spirit  demanded  solitude.  At  this  time  Lumley 
Ferrers  abruptly  entered. 

"  You  will  pardon  my  intrusion,"  said  the  latter,  with 
his  usual  frankness,  "  but — " 

"  But  what,  sir  ?     I  am  engaged." 

"  I  shall  be  very  brief.  Maltravers,  you  are  my  old 
friend.  I  retain  regard  and  affection  for  you,  though 
our  different  habits  have  of  late  estranged  us.  I  come 
to  you  from  my  cousin — from  Florence  ;  there  has  been 
some  misunderstanding  between  you.  I  called  on  her 
to-day  after  you  left  the  house.  Her  grief  affected  me. 
I  have  only  just  left  her.  She  has  been  told  by  some 
gossip  or  other  some  story  or  other — women  are  cred- 
ulous, foolish  creatures  ;  undeceive  her,  and  I  dare  say 
all  may  be  settled." 

"  Ferrers,  if  a  man  had  spoken  to  me  as  Lady  Flor- 
ence did,  his  blood  or  mine  must  have  flowed.  And  do 
you  think  that  words  that  might  have  plunged  me  into 
the  guilt  of  homicide  if  uttered  by  a  man,  I  could  tver 
pardon  in  one  whom  I  had  dreamed  of  for  a  wife  ? 
Never !" 

"Pooh  —  pooh;  women's  words  are  wind.  Don't 
throw  away  so  splendid  a  match  for  such  a  trifle." 
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"  Do  you,  too,  sir,  mean  to  impute  mercenary  motives 
to  me  1" 

"  God  forbid !  you  know  I  am  no  coward,  but  I  really 
don't  want  to  fight  you.     Come,  be  reasonable." 

"  I  dare  say  you  mean  well,  but  the  breach  is  final ; 
all  recurrence  to  it  is  painful  and  superfluous.  I  must 
wish  you  good-evening." 

"  You  have  positively  decided." 

"  I  have." 

"  Even  if  Lady  Florence  make  the  amende  honorable  T^ 

"  Nothing  on  the  part  of  Lady  Florence  could  alter 
my  resolution.  The  woman  whom  an  honourable  man, 
an  English  gentleman,  makes  the  partner  of  his  life, 
ought  never  to  listen  to  a  syllable  against  his  fair  name  : 
his  honour  is  hers,  and  if  her  lips,  that  should  breathe 
comfort  in  calumny,  only  serve  to  retail  the  lie — she 
may  be  beautiful,  gifted,  wealthy,  and  highborn,  but  he 
takes  a  curse  to  his  arms.     That  curse  I  have  escaped." 

"  And  this  I  am  to  say  to  my  cousin  ]" 

"  As  you  will.  And  now  stay,  Lumley  Ferrers,  and 
hear  me.  I  neither  accuse  nor  suspect  you ;  I  desire  not 
to  pierce  your  heart,  and,  in  this  case,  I  cannot  fathom 
your  motives ;  but  if  it  should  so  have  happened  that 
you  have,  in  any  way,  ministered  to  Lady  Florence 
Lascelles's  injurious  opinions  of  my  faith  and  honour, 
you  will  have  much  to  answer  for,  and  sooner  or  later 
there  will  come  a  day  of  reckoning  between  you  and 
me." 

"  Mr.  Maltravers,  there  can  be  no  quarrel  between  us, 
with  my  cousin's  fair  name  at  stake,  or  else  we  should 
not  now  part  without  preparations  for  a  more  hostile 
meeting.  I  can  bear  your  language.  /,  too,  though 
no  philosopher,  can  forgive.  Come,  man,  you  arc 
heated — it  is  very  natural ;  let  us  part  friends — your 
hand," 

"  If  you  can  take  my  hand,  Lumley,  you  are  innocent, 
and  I  have  wronged  you." 

Lumley  smiled,  and  cordially  pressed  the  hand  of  his 
old  friend. 

As  he  descended  the  stairs,  Maltravers  followed,  and 
just  as  Lumley  turned  into  Curzon-street,  the  carriage 
whirled  rapidly  past  him,  and,  by  the  lamps,  he  saw  the 
pale  and  stern  face  of  Maltravers. 

It  was  a  slow  drizzling  rain,  one  of  those  unwhole- 
some close  nights  frequent  in  London  towards  the  end 
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of  autumn.  Ferrers,  however,  insensible  to  the  weather, 
walked  slowly  and  thoughtfully  towards  his  cousin's 
house.  He  was  playing  for  a  mighty  stake,  and  hith- 
erto the  cast  was  in  his  favour,  yet  he  was  uneasy  and 
perturbed.  His  conscience  was  tolerably  proof  to  all 
compunction,  as  much  from  the  levity  as  from  the 
strength  of  his  nature ;  and,  Maltravers  removed,  he 
trusted  in  his  knowledge  of  the  human  heart,  and  the 
smooth  speciousness  of  his  manner,  to  win,  at  last,  in 
the  hand  of  Lady  Florence,  the  object  of  his  ambition. 
It  was  not  on  her  affection,  it  was  on  her  pique,  her 
resentment,  that  he  relied.  "  When  a  woman  fancies 
herself  sUghted  by  the  man  she  loves,  the  first  person 
who  proposes  must  be  a  clumsy  wooer  indeed  if  he  does 
not  carry  her  away."  So  reasoned  Ferrers,  but  yet  he 
was  ruffled  and  disquieted ;  the  truth  must  be  spoken  ; 
able,  bold,  sanguine,  and  scornful  as  he  was,  his  spirit 
quailed  before  that  of  Maltravers  ;  he  feared  the  lion  of 
that  nature  when  fairly  aroused  :  his  own  character  had 
in  it  something  of  a  woman's — an  unprincipled,  gifted, 
aspiring,  and  subtle  woman's,  and  in  Maltravers,  stern, 
simple,  and  masculine,  he  recognised  the  superior  dig- 
nity of  the  "  lords  of  the  creation ;"  he  was  overawed 
by  the  anticipation  of  a  wrath  and  revenge  which  he 
felt  he  merited,  and  which  he  feared  might  be  deadly. 

While  gradually,  however,  his  spirit  recovered  its 
usual  elasticity,  he  came  in  the  vicinity  of  Lord  Saxing- 
ham's  house,  and  suddenly,  by  a  corner  of  the  street, 
his  arm  was  seized  :  to  his  inexpressible  astonishment 
he  recognised  in  the  muffled  figure  that  accosted  him 
the  form  of  Florence  Lascelles. 

"  Good  heavens,"  he  cried,  "  is  it  possible !  You 
alone  in  the  streets  at  this  hour,  and  such  a  night  too ! 
How  very  wrong,  how  very  imprudent !" 

"  Do  not  talk  to  me  ;  I  am  almost  mad  as  it  is  :  I  could 
not  rest ;  I  could  not  brave  quiet  solitude  ;  still  less 
the  face  of  my  father;  I  could  not;  but  quick,  what 
says  he  1  What  excuse  has  he  ]  Tell  me  everything ; 
I  will  cling  to  a  straw." 

"  And  is  this  the  proud  Florence  Lascelles  1" 

"  No ;  it  is  the  humbled  Florence  Lascelles.  I  have 
rtone  with  pride  ;  speak  to  me." 

"  Ah,  what  a  treasure  is  such  a  heart !  How  can  he 
throw  it  away !" 

"  Does  he  deny  ?" 
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"  He  denies  nothing  ;  he  expresses  himself  rejoiced 
to  have  escaped — such  was  his  expression — a  marriage 
in  which  his  heart  never  was  engaged.  He  is  unworthy 
of  you ;  forget  him." 

Florence  shivered,  and,  as  Ferrers  drew  her  arm  in 
his  own,  her  ungloved  hand  touched  his,  and  the  touch 
was  like  that  of  ice. 

"  What  will  the  servants  think  1  what  excuse  can  we 
make !"  said  Ferrers,  when  they  stood  beneath  the  porch. 

Florence  did  not  reply;  but,  as  the  door  opened,  she 
said  softly, 

"  I  am  ill — ill" — and  clung  to  Ferrers  with  that  un- 
nerved and  heavy  weight  which  betokens  faintness. 

The  light  glared  on  her;  the  faces  of  the  lackeys 
betokened  their  undisguised  astonishment.  With  a  vio- 
lent effort  she  recovered  herself,  for  she  had  not  yet 
done  with  pride,  swept  through  the  hall  with  her  usual 
stately  step,  slowly  ascended  the  broad  staircase,  and 
gained  the  solitude  of  her  own  room,  to  fall  senseless 
on  the  floor. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

"  Saus.  I  too  have  oraclps 

Thai  claim  a  hearinsr." 
Mitchells  s  Aristophanes. —  The  Knights, 

1  WONDER  whether  the  world  will  perceive  all  the 
sublime  and  beautiful  things  there  are  in  this  work! 
My  sweet  Alice — I  may  speak  of  you  without  the 
vnnity  of  authorship  ;  for  Nature  moulded  you,  and  I 
did  but  copy — will  they  discover  how  exquisite  were 
the  materials  of  innocence,  that  sin  itself  cituld  not 
mar,  from  which  you  wt-re  created!  You,  Alice,  you 
— whom  it  would  have  been  impossible  even  for  poets 
to  create  from  the  teeming  fancy — the  literal  and  sim- 
ple transcript  from  the  real !  Two  years  ago,  yea, 
even  two  Utile  years,  I  should  have  spoiled  the  can- 
vass that  coldly  reflects  your  image.  I  should  hnve  let 
my  enthusiasm  run  away  with  me,  and  have  overcol- 
oured  your  modest  and  delicate  hues;  but  patience — 
the  sequel  of  your  fortunes  is  yet  to  come.  And  my 
banker,  my  excellent,  worthy,  respectable  banker,  the 
dolts  would  have  liked  you  better  if  I  had  daubed  you 
in  coarser  colours,  and  made  you  a  Glossop  or  a  Rich- 
ard the  Third ;  and  Lumley  Ferrers — with  your  man- 
ners of  wax  and  your  heart  of  stone — sharp  and  bitter 
is  the  experience  a  man  must  have  attained  ere  he 
could  have  selected  you  from  the  herd ;  and  Florence, 
the  proud  and  peerless,  and  Ernest  Maltravers  himself, 
with  his  progressive  changes  and  varying  hues — oh, 
how  much  finer  a  writer  they  would  have  thought  me, 
if,  instead  of  these  new  coinbinations  of  human  lifn,  I 
had  chalked  out  a  villain,  and  a  worthy,  and  a  dwarf, 
and  a  caricature  humourist  of  one  phrase  !  Will  they 
fancy,  Ernest  Maltravers,  that  you  were  meant  for  me, 
because  you  are  an  author  and  a  politician  ? — the  sus- 
picion would  flatter  me — but  there  is  not  even  a  family 
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resemblance.  Alas!  I  wish  I  could  draw  myself! 
What  author  ever  could  mimic  his  own  features  ]  We 
are  too  various  and  too  complex  to  have  a  likeness  in 
any  one  of  our  creation. 

No !  Ernest  Maltravers,  you  are  an  original,  not  a 
copy  ;  you  will  not  interest  young  ladies  and  gentle- 
men half  as  much  as  if  you  had  been  a  bold  impostor, 
with  a  sneer  and  a  swagger.  What  do  we  care,  Er- 
nest !  we  must  bide  our  time  ;  and  yet,  if  the  judgments 
of  to-day  are  hollow,  those  of  to-morrow  we  may  never 
hear!  Alas!  how  is  the  bloom  faded  from  the  face  of 
life !  how  is  the  golden  bowl  broken  at  the  cistern ! 
Ah !  fair  days  of  youth,  when  I  had  no  name — when 
there  was  no  such  thing  as  experience — would  I  could 
recall  you ;  perhaps  in  age  your  shadow  may  come 
back  to  me,  thougii  the  light  be  lost;  for  when  we 
have  seen  and  tried  all  things,  we  return  to  the  same 
conclusions  as  those  from  which  we  started,  and  in 
the  glass  of  memory  we  look  once  more  on  the  form 
of  hope!  I  long  for  the  hour  when  1  shall  break  up 
my  wand  and  drown  my  books;  the  island  I  have 
dwelt  in  is  a  desert.  1  am  growing  egotistical.  "What 
has  this  to  do  with  your  story  V  cries  some  solemn 
Mr.  Bnyes.  "Sir,  I  beg  your  pardon;  but  everything 
relating  to  the  author  illustrates  the  work.  None  of 
us  are  half  egotistical  enough!  You  are  puzzled — le*" 
us  go  on." 


CHAPTER  II. 

"  There  the  artion  lies 
In  its  true  nature. 

What  then  ?    What  rests 
Try  what  repentance  can !" 

Hamlet. 

"  I  doubt  he  will  be  dead  or  ere  I  come." 

King  John. 

It  was  a  fine  afternoon  in  December,  when  Lumley 
Ferrers  turned  from  Lord  Saxingham's  door.  The 
knockers  were  muffled — the  windows  on  the  third  story 
were  partially  closed.  There  was  sickness  in  that 
house. 
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Lumley's  face  was  unusually  grave  ;  it  was  even  sad. 
"So  young — so  beautiful,"  he  muttered.  "If  ever  I 
loved  woman,  I  do  believe  I  loved  her — that  love  must 
be  my  excuse.  I  repent  me  of  what  I  have  done — but 
1  could  not  foresee  that  a  mere  lover's  stratagem  was 
to  end  in  such  effects — the  metaphysician  was  very 
right  when  he  said,  '  We  only  sympathize  with  feelings 
we  know  ourselves.'  A  little  disappointment  in  love 
could  not  have  hurt  me  much — it  is  d — d  odd  it  should 
hurt  her  so.  I  am  altogether  out  of  luck — old  Temple- 
ton — I  beg  his  pardon,  Lord  Vargrave — (hy-the-by,  he 
gets  heartier  every  day — what  a  constitution  he  has !) 
seems  cross  with  me.  He  did  not  like  the  idea  that  i 
should  marry  Lady  Florence ;  and,  when  I  thought  that 
vision  might  have  been  realized,  hinted  that  1  was  dis 
appointing  some  expectations  he  had  formed ;  I  can't 
make  out  what  he  means.  Then,  too,  the  government 
have  offered  that  place  to  Maltravers  instead  of  to  me. 
In  fact,  my  star  is  not  in  the  ascendant.  Poor  Florence 
though — I  would  really  give  a  great  deal  to  know  her 
well — I  have  done  a  villanous  thing,  but  I  thought  it 
only  a  clever  one.  However,  regret  is  a  fool's  passion. 
By  .lupiter — talking  of  fools — here  conies  Caesarini." 

Wan,  haggard,  almost  spectral,  his  hat  over  his  brows, 
his  dress  neglected,  his  air  reckless  and  fierce — Caesar- 
ini crossed  the  way  and  thus  accosted  Lumley. 

"We  have  murdered  her,  Ferrers,  and  a  ghost  will 
haunt  us  to  our  dying  day." 

"  Talk  prose — you  know  I  am  no  poet.  What  do 
you  mean  ?" 

"  She  is  worse  to-day,"  groaned  Caesarini,  in  a  hollow 
voice.  "  I  wander  like  a  spectre  round  the  honse ;  I 
question  all  who  come  from  it;  tell  me — oh  tell  me,  is 
there  hope  ?" 

"  I  do  indeed  trust  so,"  replied  Ferrers,  fervently. 
"The  illness  has  only  of  late  assumed  an  alarming  ap- 
pearance. At  first  it  was  merely  a  severe  cold  caught 
by  imprudent  exposure  one  rainy  night.  Now  they 
fear  it  has  settled  on  the  lungs  ;  but  if  we  could  get  her 
abroad  all  might  be  well." 

"You  think  so,  honestly T' 

"  I  do.  Courage,  my  friend — do  not  reproach  your- 
self; it  has  nothing  to  do  with  us.  She  was  taken  ill 
of  a  cold — not  of  a  letter,  man  !" 

"  No,  no — I  judgo  tier  heart  by  my  own.    Oh,  that  ' 

Oi 
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could  recall  the  past !  Look  at  me  ;  I  am  the  wrpck  of 
wliat  I  was — day  and  night  the  recollection  of  my  false- 
hood haunts  me  with  remorse." 

"  Pshaw — we  will  go  tu  Italy  together,  and  in  your 
beautiful  land  love  will  replace  love." 

"I  am  half  resolved,  Ferrers." 

"  Ha  !— to  do  what  ]" 

"  To  write — to  reveal  all  to  her." 

'fhe  hardy  complexion  of  Ferrers  grew  livid;  his 
brow  became  dark  with  a  terrible  expression. 

"  Do  so,  and  fall  the  next  day  by  my  hand — my  aim, 
in  slighter  qunrrel,  never  erred." 

"Do  you  dare  to  threaten  me?" 

"  Do  you  dare  to  betray  mel  betray  one  who,  if  he 
sinned,  sinned  on  your  account — in  your  cause — who 
woidd  have  secured  to  5H)u  the  loveliest  bride  and  the 
most  princely  dower  in  England;  and  whose  only  of- 
fence to  you  is  that  he  cannot  command  life  and  health  1" 

''  Forgive  me,"  said  the  Italian,  with  great  emotion, 
"forgive  me — and  do  not  misunderstand;  I  would  not 
have  betrayed  you,  there  is  honour  among  villains.  I 
would  have  confessed  only  my  own  crime ;  I  would 
never  have  revealed  yours — why  should  I T — it  is  un- 
necessary." 

"  Are  you  in  earnest — are  you  sincere  ■?" 

"  By  my  soul." 

"  Then,  indeed,  you  are  worthy  of  my  friendship ;  you 
will  assume  the  whole  forgery — an  ugly  word,  but  it 
avoids  circumlocution — to  be  your  own?" 

"  I  will." 

Ferrers  paused  a  moment,  and  then  stopped  suddenly 
short. 

"  You  will  swear  this  1" 

"By  all  that    is  holy." 

"Then — mark  me,  Ca;sarini — if  to-morrow  Lady  Flor- 
ence be  worse  I  will  throw  no  obstacle  in  the  way  of 
your  confession,  should  you  resolve  to  make  it;  I  will 
even  use  that  influence  which  you  leave  me  to  palliate 
)a)ur  offence,  to  win  your  pardon.  And  yet  to  resign  your 
hopes — to  surrender  one  so  loved  to  the  arms  of  one  so 
hated — it  is  magnanimous — it  is  noble — it  is  above  my 
standard  !     Do  as  you  will." 

Caesarini  was  about  to  reply,  when  a  servant  on  horse- 
back abruutly  turned  the  corner,  almost  at  full  speed. 
He  pulled  in—  his  eye  fell  upon  Luraley — he  dismounted 
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"  Oh,  Mr.  Ferrers,"  said  the  man,  breathlessly,  "  I 
have  been  to  your  house  ;  they  told  me  I  might  find  you 
at  Lord  Saxingliam's — I  was  just  going  there." 

"  Well,  well,  what  is  the  matter  V 

"  My  poor  master,  sir — my  lord,  I  mean." 

"What  of  him!" 

"Had  a  fit,  sir— the  doctors  are  with  him— my  mis- 
tress—for  my  lord  can't  speak — sent  me  express  for 
you." 

"  Lend  me  your  horse — there,  just  lengthen  the  stir- 
rups." 

While  the  groom  was  engaged  at  the  saddle  Ferrers 
turned  to  Cajsarini.  "  Do  nothing  rashly,"  said  he  ;  "I 
would  say,  if  1  might,  nothing  without  consulting  me ; 
but  mind,  I  rely,  at  all  events,  on  your  promise— your 
oath." 

"  You  may,"  said  Caesarini,  gloomily 

"  Farewell,  then,"  said  Lumley,  as  he  mounted,  and 
in  a  few  moments  was  out  of  sight. 


CHAPTER  III. 

"  Oh  world,  thou  wast  the  forest  to  this  hart ; 

♦  *  *  *  * 

Dost  thou  here  lie  ?" 

Julius  C^sar. 

As  Lumley  leaped  from  his  horse  at  his  uncle's  door, 
the  disorder  %nd  bustle  of  those  demesnes,  in  which 
the  severe  eye  of  the  master  usually  preserved  a  re- 
pose and  silence  as  complete  as  if  the  affairs  of  life 
were  carried  on  by  clockwork,  struck  upon  him  sensi- 
bly.    Upon  the  trim  lawn  the  old  women  employed  in 
cleaning  and  weeding  the  walks  were  all  assembled  in  a 
cluster,  shaking  their  heads  ominously  in  concert  and 
carrying  on  their  comments  in  a  confused  whisper.     In 
the  hall  the  housemaid  (and  it  was  the  first  housemaid 
whom  Lumley  had  ever  seen  in  that  house — so  invisi- 
bly were  the  wheels  of  the  domestic  machine  carried 
on)  was  leaning  on  her  broom,  "swallowing  with  open 
mouth  a  footman's  news."     It  was  as  if,  with  the  first 
slackeuiug  of  the  rigid  rein,  hurauu  nature  broke  looso 
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from  the  conventual  stillness  in  which  it  had  ever  paced 
its  peacrful  path  in  that  formal  mansion. 

"How  is  her' 

"  My  lord  is  better,  sir;  he  has  spoken,  I  believe." 

At  this  moment  a  young  face,  swollen  and  red  with 
weeping,  looked  down  from  the  stairs;  and  presently 
Evelyn  rushed  breathlessly  into  the  hall. 

"  Oh,  come  up — come  up,  cousin  Lumley ;  he  cannot, 
cannot  die  in  your  presence  ;  you  always  seem  so  full 
of  life!  He  cannot  die;  you  do  not  think  he  will  die. 
Oh  take  me  with  you — they  won't  let  me  go  to  him." 

"  Hush,  my  dear  little  girl,  hush;  follow  me  lightly- 
that  is  right." 

Lumley  reached  the  door — tapped  gently — entered  ; 
and  the  child  also  stole  in  unobserved,  or  at  least  un- 
prevented.  Lumley  drew  aside  the  curtains;  the  new 
lord  was  lying  on  his  bed,  with  his  head  propped  by  pil- 
lows ;  his  eyes  wide  open  with  a  glassy,  but  not  in- 
sensible stare,  and  his  countenance  fearfully  changed. 
Lady  Vargrave  was  kneeling  on  the  other  side  of  the 
bed,  one  hand  clasped  in  her  husband's,  the  other 
bathing  his  temples,  and  her  tears  falling,  without  sob 
or  sound,  fast  and  copiously  down  her  pale  fair  cheeks. 

Two  doctors  were  conferring  in  the  recess  of  the 
window ;  an  apothecary  was  mixing  drugs  at  a  table  ; 
and  two  of  the  oldest  female  servants  of  the  house  were 
standing  near  the 'physicians  trying  to  overhear  what 
was  said. 

"My  dear,  dear  uncle,  hov^  are  youT'  asked  Lumley. 

"Ah,  vou  are  come,  then,"  said  the  dying  man.  in  a 
feeble  yet  distinct  voice  ;  "  that  is  well— 1  have  much 
to  say  to  you." 

"  But  not  now  —  not  now  —  you  are  not  strong 
enough,"  said  the  wife,  imploringly. 

The  doctors  moved  to  the  bedside.  Lord  Vargrave 
waved  his  hand  and  raised  his  head. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  he,  "  1  feel  as  if  death  were  hast- 
ening upon  me  ;  I  have  much  need,  while  my  senses  re- 
main, to  confer  with  my  nephew.  Is  the  present  a  fit- 
ting time — if  1  delay,  are  you  sure  that  I  shall  have  any. 
other!" 

The  doctors  looked  at  each  other. 

"  My  lord."  said  one,  "  it  may  pc^rhaps  settle  and  re- 
lieve vour  mind  to  converse  with  your  nephew  ;  after 
wax^  you  may  better  compose  yourself  lo  sleep." 
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"Take  this  cordial  then,"  said  the  other  doctor. 

The  sick  man  obeyed.  One  of  the  physicians  ap- 
proached Lumley,  and  beckoned  him  aside. 

"  Shall  we  send  for  his  lordship's  lawyer  V  whispered 
the  leech. 

"  I  am  his  heir-at-law,"  thought  Lumley.  "  Why  no, 
my  dear  sir — no,  I  think  not,  unless  he  expresses  a  de- 
sire ;  doubtless  my  poor  uncle  has  already  settled  his 
worldly  affairs.     What  is  his  state  "!" 

The  doctor  shook  his  head.  "I  will  speak  to  you, 
sir,  after  you  have  left  his  lordship." 

"  What  is  the  matter  there  V  cried  the  patient, 
sharply  and  querulously.  "  Clear  the  room  ;  I  would 
be  alone  with  my  nephew." 

The  doctors  disappeared  ;  the  old  women  reluctantly 
followed  ;  when,  suddenly,  the  little  Evelyn  sprang  for- 
ward and  threw  herself  on  the  breast  of  the  dying  man, 
sobbing  as  if  her  heart  would  break. 

"  My  own  child — my  sweet  child — my  own,  own  dar- 
ling," gasped  out  Lord  Vargrave,  folding  his  weak  arms 
around  her  ;  '*  bless  you — bless  you !  and  God  ivillhless 
you.  My  wife,"  he  added,  with  a  voice  far  more  tea 
der  than  Lumley  had  ever  before  heard  him  address  to 
Lady  Vargrave,  "  if  these  be  the  last  words  I  utter  to 
you,  let  them  express  all  the  gratitude  I  feel  for  you 
for  duties  never  more  piously  discharged  ;  you  did  not 
love  me,  it  is  true,  and  in  health  and  pride  that  knowl- 
edge often  made  me  unjust  to  you.  I  have  been  a 
severe  husband;  you  have  had  much  to  bear — forgive 
me." 

"  Oh,  do  not  talk  thus ;  you  have  been  nobler,  kinder 
than  my  deserts.  How  much  I  owe  you — how  little  I 
have  done  in  return  !" 

"  I  cannot  bear  this — leave  me,  my  love — leave  me. 
I  may  live  yet — I  hope  I  may — I  do  not  want  to  die. 
The  cup  may  pass  from  me.  Go — go — and  you,  my 
child." 

"Ah,  let  wie  stay." 

Lord  Vargrave  kissed  the  little  creature  as  she  clung 
to  his  neck  with  passionate  affection,  and  then,  placing 
her  in  her  mother's  arms,  fell  back  exhausted  on  h.s 
pillow.  Lumley.  with  handkerchief  to  his  eyes,  opened 
the  door  to  Lady  Vargrave,  who  sobbed  bitterly,  and 
carefully  closing  iVresumed  his  station  by  his  uncle. 

When  Lumley  TO?rers  left  the  room  his  countenance 
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was  gloomy  anrl  excited,  rather  than  sad.  He  hurrfed 
to  the  room  which  he  usiihUv  occupied,  and  rciiiaiiipd 
there  for  some  hours  while  his  uncle  slept — a  long  and 
sound  &leep.  But  the  mother  and  the  stepchild  (now 
restored  to  the  sick-room)  did  not  desert  their  watch. 

It  wanted  about  an  hour  to  midnight  when  the  senior 
physician  sought  the  nephew. 

"  Your  uncle  asks  for  you,  Mr.  Ferrers ;  and  I  think 
it  right  to  say  that  his  last  moments  approach.  We 
have  done  all  that  can  be  done." 

"Is  he  fully  aware  of  his  danger^" 

"  He  is ;  and  has  spent  the  la.st  two  hours  in  prayer 
— it  is  a  Christian's  deathbed,  sir." 

"  Humph  !"said  Ferrers,  as  he  followed  the  physician. 

The  room  was  darkened — a  single  lamp,  carefully 
shaded,  burned  on  a  table,  on  which  lay  the  Book  of  Life 
in  Death;  and  with  awe,  rather  than  grief,  on  their 
faces,  the  mother  and  the  child  were  kneeling  beside 
the  bed. 

"Come  here,  Lumle}',"  faltered  forth  the  fast-dying 
man.  "There  are  none  here  but  you  three — nearest 
and  dearest  to  me — that  is  well.  Lumley,  then,  you 
know  all — my  wife,  he  knows  all.  My  child,  give 
your  hand  to  your  cousin — so  you  are  now  plighted. 
When  you  grow  up,  Evelyn,  you  will  know  that  it  is 
my  last  wish  and  prayer  that  you  should  be  the  wife  of 
Lumley  P'errers.  By  giving  you  this  angel,  Lumley,  I 
atone  to  you  for  all  seeming  iiijusiice.  And  to  you, 
my  child,  I  secure  the  rank  and  honours  to  which  I 
have  painfully  climbed,  and  which  I  am  forbidden  to  en- 
joy. Be  kind  to  her,  Lumley — you  have  a  good  and 
frank  heart — let  it  be  her  shelter — she  has  never  known 
a  harsh  word.  God  bless  you  all,  and  God  forgive 
me — pray  for  me.  Lumley,  to-morrow  you  will  be 
Lord  Vargrave,  and  by-and-by"  (here  a  ghastly  but  ex- 
ultant smile  flitted  over  the  speaker's  countenance) 
"  you  will  be  my  lady — Lady  Vargrave.  Lady — so — so 
Lady  Var — " 

The  words  died  on  his  trembling  lips;  he  turned 
round,  and  though  he  continued  to  breathe  f-r  mora 
than  an  hour,  Lord  Va/grave  never  uttered  another  syl- 
lable. • 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

"  Hopes  and  fears 
Start  lip  alarm'd,  and  o'er  lile's  narrow  verge 
Look  down— oil  what  ?  a  fathomless  abjss  " 

YOHNO. 

"Contempt,  farewell,  and,  maiden  pride,  adieu  !" 

Much  Ado  about  Nothing. 

The  wound  which  Maltravers  had  received  was  peculi- 
arly severe  and  rankling.  It  is  true  that  he  had  never  been 
what  is  called  violently  in  love  with  Florence  Lascelles; 
but  from  the  moment  in  which  he  had  been  touched 
and  surprised  into  the  character  of  a  declared  suitor,  it 
was  consonant  with  his  scrupulous  and  loyal  nature  to 
view  only  the  bright  side  of  Florence's  gifts  and  quali- 
ties, and  to  seek  to  enamour  his  grateful  fancy  with  her 
beauty,  her  genius,  and  her  tenderness  for  himself.  He 
had  thus  forced  and  formed  his  thoughts  and  hopes  to 
centre  all  in  one  object ;  and  Florence  and  the  future 
had  grown  words  which  conveyed  the  same  meaning 
to  his  mind.  Perhaps  he  felt  more  bitterly  her  sudden 
and  stunning  accusations,  couched  as  they  were  in  lan- 
guage so  unqualified,  because  they  fell  upon  his  pride 
rather  than  his  affection,  and  were  not  softened  away 
by  tlie  thousand  excuses  and  remembrances  which  a 
passionale  love  would  have  invented  and  recalled.  It 
was  a  deep  concentrated  sense  of  injury  and  insult, 
that  hardened  and  soured  his  whole  nature — wounded 
vanity,  wounded  pride,  and  wounded  honour.  And  the 
blow,  too,  came  upon  him  at  a  time  when  he  was  most 
dissatisfied  with  all  other  prospects.  He  was  disgusted 
with  the  littleness  of  the  agents  and  springs  of  political 
life  ;  he  had  formed  a  weary  contempt  of  the  barrenness 
of  literary  reputation.  At"  thirty  years  of  age  he  had 
necessarily  outlived  the  sanguine  elasticity  of  early 
youth,  and  he  had  already  broken  up  many  of  those 
later  toys  in  business  and  ambition  which  afford  the 
rattle  and  the  hobby-horse  to  our  maturer  manhood. 
Always  asking  for  something  too  refined  and  too  exalt- 
ed fur  human  life,  every  new  proof  of  unworthiness  in 
men  and  things  saddenwd  or  revolted  a  mind  still  too 
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fastidious  for  that  quiet  contentment  with  the  world  as 
it  is  which  we  must  all  learn  before  we  can  make  our 
philosophy  practical,  and  our  genius  as  fertile  of  the 
harvest  as  it  may  be  prodigal  of  the  blossom.     Haugh- 
ty, solitary,  and  unsocial,  the    ordinary  resources    of 
mortified  and  disappointed   men  were  not   for   Ernest 
Maltravers.     Rigidly  secluded  in  his  country  retirement, 
he  consumed  the  days  in  moody  wanderings  ;  and  in 
the  evenings  he  turned  to  books  with  a  spirit  disdainful 
and  fatigued.     So  much  had  he  already  learned,  that 
books  taught  him  little  that  he  did  not  already  know. 
And  the  biographies  of  authors,  those  ghostlike  beings 
who  seem  to  have  had  no  life  but  in  the  shadow  of  their 
own  haunting  and  imperishable  thoughts,  dimmed  the 
inspiration  he  might  have   caught   from   their   pnges. 
Those   slaves   of  the   lamp,  those   silkworms  of  the 
closet,  how  little  had  they  enjoyed,  how  little  had  they 
lived  !     Condemned  to  a  mysterious  fate  by  the  whole- 
sale destinies  of  the  world,  they  seemed  born  but  to 
toil  and  to  spin  thoughts  for  the  common  herd  ;  and, 
their  task  performed  in  drudgery  and  in  darkness,  to  die 
when  no  further  service  could  be  wrung  from  their  ex- 
haustion.    Names  had  they  been  in  life,  and  as  names 
they  lived  for  ever,  in  life  as  in  death,  airy  and  unsub- 
stantial phantoms.     It  pleased  Maltravers  at  this  time 
to  turn  a  curious  eye  towards  the  obscure  and  half-ex- 
tinct philosophies  of  the  ancient  world.     He  compared 
the  Stoics  with  the  Epicureans — those  Epicureans  who 
had  given  their  own  version  to  the  simple  and  abste- 
mious utilitarianism  of  their  master.     He  asked  which 
was  the  wiser,  to  deaden  pain  or  to  sharpen  pleasure — 
to  bear  all  or  to  enjoy  all — and,  by  a  natural  reaction 
which  often  happens  to  us  in  life,  this  man,  hitherto  so 
earnest,  active-spirited,  and  resolved  on  great  things, 
began  to  yearn  for  the  drowsy  pleasures  of  indolence. 
The  garden  grew  more  tempting  than  the  porch.     He 
seriously  revolved  the  old  alternative  of  the  Grecian 
demigod — might  it  not  be  wiser  to  abandon  the  grave 
pursuits  to  which  he  had  been  addicted;  to  dethrone  the 
august  but  severe  ideal  in  his  heart ;  to  cultivate  the 
light  loves  and  voluptuous  trifles  of  the  herd;  and  to 
plant  the  brief  space  of  youth  yet  left  to  him  with  the 
myrtle  and  the  rose  !     As  water  flows  over  water,  so 
ne'w  schemes  rolled  upon  new,  sweeping  away  every 
momentary  impression,  and  leaving  the  surface  facile 
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equally  to  receive  and  to  forget.  Such  is  a  coinmon 
state  with  imaginative  men  in  those  crises  of  life  when 
some  great  revolution  of  designs  and  hopes  unset- 
tles elements  too  susceptible  of  everj'  changing  wind. 
And  thus  the  weak  are  destroyed,  while  the  strong  re- 
lapse, after  terrible  but  unknown  convulsions,  into  that 
solemn  harmony  and  order  from  which  Destiny  and  God 
draw  their  uses  to  mankind. 

It  v/as  from  this  irresx)lute  contest  between  antago- 
nist principles  that  Maltravers  was  aroused  by  the  fol- 
lowing letter  from  Florence  Lascelles  : — 

"  For  three  days  and  three  sleepless  nights  I  have 
debated  with  myself  whether  or  not  I  ought  to  address 
you.  Oh,  Ernest,  were  I  what  I  was,  in  liealth,  in  pride, 
I  might  fear  that,  generous  as  you  are,  you  would  mis- 
construe my  appeal;  but  that  is  now  impossible.  Our 
union  never  can  take  place,  and  my  hopes  bound  them- 
selves to  one  sweet  and  melancholy  hope — that  you 
will  remove  from  my  last  hours  the  cold  and  dark  shad- 
ow of  your  resentment.  We  have  both  been  cruelly 
deceived  and  betrayed.  Three  days  ago  I  discovered 
the  perfidy  that  has  been  practised  against  us.  And 
thei  ah,  then,  with  all  the  weak  human  anguish  of  dis- 
covering it  too  late  {your  curse  is  fulfilled,  Ernest !),  I 
had  at  least  one  moment  of  proud,  of  exquisite  rapture. 
Ernest  Maltravers,  the  hero  of  my  dreams,  the  god  of 
my  worship,  stood  pure  and  lofty  as  of  old — a  thing  it 
was  not  unworthy  to  love,  to  mourn,  to  die  for.  A  let- 
ter in  your  handwriting  had  been  shown  me,  garbled 
and  altered,  as  it  seems  ;  but  I  detected  not  the  impos- 
ture ;  it  was  yourself — yourself  alone,  brought  in  false 
and  horrible  witness  against  yourself !  And  could  you 
think  that  any  other  evidence — the  words,  the  oaths  of 
others,  would  have  convicted  you  in  my  eyes  ?  There 
you  wronged  me.  But  I  deserved  it ;  I  had  bound  my- 
self to  secresy  ;  the  seal  is  taken  from  my  lips  in  order 
to  be  set  upon  my  tomb.  Ernest,  beloved  Ernest — be- 
loved till  the  last  breath  is  extinct — till  the  last  throb 
of  this  heart  is  stilled ! — write  me  one  word  of  comfort 
and  of  pardon.  You  will  believe  what  I  have  imper- 
fectly written,  for  you  ever  trusted  my  faith,  if  you  have 
blamed  my  faults.  I  am  now  comparatively  happy  :  a 
word  from  you  v. ill  make  me  blessed.  And  fate  has, 
perhaps,  been  more  merciful  to  both  than,  in  our  short- 
sighted and  querulous  human  vision,  we  might,  perhaps, 

Vol.   it.— P 
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believe  ;  for,  now  that  the  frame  is  brought  low,  and,  in 
the  solitude  of  my  ch-i/nber,  I  can  duly  and  humbly 
commune  with  mine  own  heart,  I  see  the  aspect  of 
those  faults  which  I  once  mistook  for  virtues,  and  feel 
that,  had  we  been  united,  I,  loving  you  ever,  m'ght  not 
have  constituted  your  happiness,  and  so  have  known 
the  misery  of  losing  your  affection.  Rlay  He  who 
formed  you  for  glorious  and  yet  all  unaccoinplished 
purposes  strengthen  you  when  these  eyes  can  no  long- 
er sparkle  at  your  triumphs  or  weep  at  your  lightest 
sorrow.  You  will  go  on  in  your  broad  and  luminous 
career.  A  few  years,  and  my  remembrance  will  have 
left  but  the  vestige  of  a  dream  behind;  but — but — I  can 
write  no  more.     God  bless  you  !" 


CHAPTER  V. 

"  Oh  stop  this  headlong  current  of  your  goodness  ; 
It  comes  too  fast  upon  a  feeble  soul." 

Dryden's  Sebastian  and  Doras. 

The  smooth  physician  had  paid  his  evening  visit. 
Lord  Saxingham  had  gone  to  a  cabinet  dinner,  for  life 
must  ever  walk  side  by  side  with  death  ;  and  Lady  Flor- 
ence Lascelles  was  alone.  It  was  a  room  adjoining  her 
sleeping  apartment — a  room  in  which,  in  the  palmy  days 
of  the  brilliant  and  wayward  heiress,  she  had  loved  to 
display  her  fanciful  and  peculiar  taste.  There  had  she 
been  accustomed  to  muse,  to  write,  to  study  ;  there  had 
she  first  been  dazzled  by  the  novel  glow  of  Ernest's  un- 
diurnal  and  stately  thoughts ;  there  had  she  first  con- 
ceived the  romance  of  girlhood,  which  had  led  her  to 
confer  with  him  unknown  ;  there  had  she  first  confessed 
to  herself  that  fancy  had  begotten  love ;  there  had  she 
gone  through  love's  short  and  exhausting  progress  of 
lone  emotion;  the  doubt,  the  hope, the  ecstasy  ;  the  re- 
verse, the  terror ;  the  inanimate  despondency,  the  ago- 
nized despair !  and  there,  now,  sadly  and  patiently 
she  awaited  the  gradual  march  of  inevitable  decay. 
And  books,  and  pictures,  and  musical  instruments,  and 
marble  busts,  half  shadowed  by  classic  draperies,  and 
all  the  delicate  ele^jances  of  womanly  refinement,  stilJ 
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invested  the  chamber  with  a  grace  as  cheerful  as  if 
youth  -and  beauty  were  to  be  the  occupants  for  ever; 
and  the  dark  and  noisome  vault  were  not  the  only  last- 
ing residence  for  the  things  of  clay  ! 

Florence  Lascelles  was  dying ;  but  not,  indeed,  wholly 
of  that  common,  if  mystic  malady,  a  broken  heart.  Her 
"heftlth — always  delicate,  because  always  preyed  upon 
by  a  nervous,  irritable,  and  feverish  spirit — had  been 
gradually  and  invisibly  undermined  even  before  Ernest 
confessed  his  love.  In  the  singular  lustre  of  those 
large-pupilled  eyes,  in  the  luxuriant  transparency  of 
that  glorious  bloom,  the  experienced  might  lung  since 
have  traced  the  seeds  which  cradle  death.  In  the  night, 
when  her  restless  and  maddened  heart  so  imprudently 
drove  her  forth  to  forestall  the  communication  of  Lum- 
ley  (whom  she  had  sent  to  Maltravers,  she  scarce  knew 
for  what  object,  or  with  what  hope) — in  that  night  she 
was  already  in  a  high  state  of  fever.  The  rain  and  the 
chill  struck  the  growing  disease  within  ;  her  excitement 
gave  it  food  and  fire  ;  delirium  succeeded — and  in  that 
most  fearful  and  fatal  of  all  medical  errors,  which  robs 
the  frame,  when  it  most  needs  strength,  of  the  very 
principle  of  life,  they  had  bled  her  into  a  temporary 
calm  and  into  permanent  and  incurable  weakness. 
Consumption  seized  its  victim.  The  physicians  that  at- 
tended her  were  the  first  in  London,  and  Lord  Saxing- 
ham  was  firmly  persuaded  that  there  was  no  danger. 
It  was  not  in  his  nature  to  think  that  death  would  take 
so  great  a  liberty  with  Lady  Florence  Lascelles  when 
there  were  so  many  poor  people  in  the  world  Avhom 
there  would  be  no  impropriety  in  removing  from  it. 
But  Florence  knew  her  danger,  and  her  high  spirit  did 
not  quail  before  it.  Yet  when  Cajsarini,  stung  beyond 
endurance  by  the  horrors  of  his  remorse,  wrote  and  con- 
fessed all  his  own  share  of  the  fatal  treason,  though, 
faithful  to  his  promise,  he  concealed  that  of  his  accom- 
plice ;  then,  ah,  then  she  did  indeed  repine  at  her  doom, 
and  long  to  look  once  more  with  the  eyes  of  love  and 
joy  upon  the  face  of  the  beautiful  world.  But  the  ill- 
ness of  the  body  usually  brings  out  a  latent  power  and 
philosophy  of  the  soul  which  health  never  knows;  and 
God  has  mercifully  ordained  it  as  the  customary  lot  of 
nature,  that,  in  proportion  as  we  decline  into  the  grave, 
the  sloping  path  is  made  smooth  and  easy  to  our  feet ; 
aud  every  day,  as  the  films  of  clay  aue  removed  from 
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our  eyes,  death  loses  the  false  aspect  of  the  spectre, 
and  we  fall  at  last  into  its  arms  as  a  wearied  child  upon 
the  bosom  of  its  mother. 

It  was  with  a  heavy  heart  that  Lady  Florence  lis- 
tened to  the  monotonous  clicking  of  the  clock  that  an- 
nounced the  departure  of  moments  few,  yet  not  pre- 
cious, still  spared  to  her.  Her  face  buried  in  her 
hands,  she  bent  over  the  small  table  beside  her  sofa, 
and  indulged  her  melancholy  thoughts.  Bowed  was 
the  haughty  crest,  unnerved  the  elastic  shape  that  had 
once  seemed  born  for  majesty  and  command  ;  no  friends 
were  near,  for  Florence  had  never  made  friends.  Sol- 
itary had  been  her  youth,  and  solitary  were  her  dying 
liours. 

As  she  thus  sat  and  mused,  a  sound  of  carriage- 
wheels  in  the  street  below  slightly  shook  the  room — it 
ceased — the  carriage  stopped  at  the  door.  Florence 
looked  up.  "  No,  no,  it  cannot  be,"  she  multereu  ;  yet 
while  she  spoke  a  faint  flush  passed  over  her  sunken 
and  faded  cheek,  and  the  bosom  heaved  beneath  the 
robe,  "  a  world  too  wide  for  its  shrunk"  proportions. 
There  was  a  silence,  which  to  her  seemed  interminable, 
and  she  turned  away  with  a  deep  sigli  and  a  chill  sulk- 
ing of  the  heart. 

At  this  time  her  woman  entered  with  a  meaning  and 
flurried  look. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  my  lady  ;  but — " 

"But  whatr' 

"Mr.  Maltravers  has  called  and  asked  for  your  lady- 
ship ;  so,  my  lady,  Mr.  Burton  sent  for  me,  and  I  said 
my  lady  is  too  unwell  to  see  any  one  ;  but  Mr.  Maltrav- 
ers would  not  be  denied,  and  he  is  waiting  in  my  lord's 
library,  and  insisted  on  my  coming  up  and  'nouncing 
him,  my  lady." 

Now  Mrs.  Shinfield's  words  were  not  euphonistic  nor 
her  voice  mellifluous,  but  never  had  eloquence  seemed 
to  Florence  so  effective.  All  youth,  love,  beauty,  rush- 
ed back  upon  her  at  once,  brightening  her  eyes,  her 
cheek,  and  filling  up  ruin  with  sudden  and  deceitful 
light. 

"  Well,"  she  said,  after  a  pause,  "  kt  Mr.  Maltravers 
come  up." 

"Come  up,  my  lady?  Bless  me!  let  me  just  'range 
your  hair  ;  your  ladyship  is  really  in  such  dish-a-bill." 

"  Best  as  it  is,  Shinfield  ;  he  will  excuse  all.     Go.' 
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Mrs.  Sliinfield  shrugged  her  shoulders,  and  departed. 
A  few  raoiiients  more — a  step  on  the  stairs,  the  creak- 
ing of  tiie  door— and  Maltravers  and  Florence  were 
again  alone.  He  stood  motionless  on  the  threshold. 
She  had  involuntarily  risen,  and  so  they  stood  oppo- 
site to  each  other,  and  the  lamp  fell  full  upon  her  face. 
Oh,  Heaven!  when  did  that  sight  cease  to  haunt  the 
heart  of  Maltravers !  When  shall  that  altered  aspect 
not  pass  as  a  ghost  before  his  eyes!  there  it  is,  faithful 
and  reproachful,  alike  in  solitudes  and  in  crowds ;  it  is 
seen  in  the  glare  of  noon  ;  it  passes  dim  and  wan  at 
night,  beneath  the  stars  and  the  earth ;  it  looked  into 
his  heart,  and  left  its  likeness  there  for  ever  and  for 
ever!  Those  cheeks,  once  so  beautilully  rounded,  noAV 
sunken  into  lines  and  hollows ;  the  livid  darkness  be- 
neath the  eyes;  the  whitened  hp;  the  sharp,  anxious, 
worn  expression,  which  had  replaced  that  glorious  and 
beaming  regard,  from  which  all  the  life  of  genius,  all  the 
sweet  pride  of  womanhood  had  glowed  forth,  and  in 
which  not  only  the  intellect,  but  the  eternity  of  the  soul 
seemed  visibly  wrought ! 

There  he  stood  aghast  and  appalled.  At  length  a  low 
groan  broke  from  his  lips ;  he  rushed  forward,  sank  on 
his  knees  beside  her,  and,  clasping  both  her  hands,  sob- 
bed aloud  as  he  covered  them  with  kisses.  All  the  iron 
of  his  strong  nature  was  broken  down,  and  his  emotions, 
long  silenced,  and  now  uncontrollable  and  resistless, 
were  something  terrible  to  behold ! 

"  Do  not,  do  not  weep  so,"  murmured  Lady  Florence, 
frightened  by  his  vehemence;  "1  am  sadly  changed, 
but  the  fault  is  mine.  Ernest,  it  is  mine;  best,  kindest, 
gentlest,  how  could  I  have  been  so  mad ;  and  you  for- 
give me  ?  1  am  yours  again,  a  little  while  yours.  Ah, 
do  not  grieve  while  I  am  so  blessed  !" 

As  she  spoke  her  tears— tears  from  a  source  how 
different  from  that  whence  broke  the  scorching  and  in- 
tolerable agony  of  his  own— fell  soft  upon  his  bended 
hend  and  the  hands  that  still  convulsively  strained  hers. 
Maltravers  looked  wildly  up  into  her  countenance,  and 
shuddered  as  he  saw  her  attempt  to  smile.  He  rose 
abruptly,  threw  himself  into  a  chair,  and  coverd  his  face. 
He  was  seeking  by  a  violent  effort  to  master  himself, 
and  it  was  only  by  the  heaving  of  his  chest,  and  now 
and  then  a  gasp  as  for  breath,  that  he  betrayed  the 
stormy  struggle  within. 
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Florence  gazed  at  him  a  moment  in  bitter,  in  almost 
selfish  penitence.  "  And  this  was  the  man  who  seemed 
to  me  so  callous  to  the  softer  sympathies — this  was  the 
heart  I  trampled  upon — this  the  nature  I  distrusted  !" 
She  came  near  him,  trembling  and  with  feeble  steps  ; 
she  laid  her  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  and  the  fondness 
of  love  came  over  her,  and  she  wound  her  arms  around 
him. 

"  It  is  our  fate — it  is  my  fate,"  said  Maltravers  at 
last,  awaking  as  from  a  hideousTiream,  and  in  a  hollow 
but  calm  voice — "  we  are  the  things  of  destiny,  and  the 
wheel  has  crushed  us.  It  is  an  awful  state  of  being 
this  human  life  !  What  is  wisdom— virtue — faith  to 
men — piety  to  Heaven — all  the  nurture  we  bestow  on 
ourselves — all  our  desire  to  win  a  loftier  sphere,  when 
we  are  thus  the  tools  of  the  merest  chance — the  vic- 
tims of  the  pettiest  villany,  and  our  very  existence, 
our  very  senses  almost,  at  the  mercy  of  every  traitor 
and  every  fool  V 

There  was  something  in  Ernest's  voice,  as  well  as  in 
his  reflections,  which  appeared  so  unnaturally  calm  and 
deep  that  it  startled  Florence  with  a  fear  more  acute 
than  his  previous  violence  had  done.  He  rose,  and 
muttering  to  himself,  walked  to  and  fro,  as  if  insensi- 
ble of  her  presence — in  fact  he  was  so.  At  length  he 
stopped  short,  and,  fixing  his  eyes  upon  Lady  Florence, 
said,  in  a  whispered  and  thrilling  tone — 

"  Now,  then,  the  name  of  our  undoer!" 

"No,  Ernest,  no — never,  unless  you  promise  me  to 
forego  the  purpose  which  I  read  in  your  eyes.  He  has 
confessed— he  is  penitent — I  have  forgiven  him — you 
will  do  so  too  !" 

"  His  name !"  repeated  Maltravers,  and  his  face,  be- 
fore very  flushed,  was  unnaturally  pale. 

"  Forgive  him — promise  me." 

"His  name,  I  say — woman,  his  name!"  and  Mal- 
travers stamped  on  the  floor  with  fury. 

"Is  this  kind?  you  terrify  me — you  will  kill  me," 
faltered  out  Florence,  and  she  sunk  on  the  sofa  ex- 
hausted :  her  nerves,  now  so  weakened,  were  perfectly 
unstrung  by  his  vehemence,  and  she  wrung  her  hands 
and  wept  piteously. 

"You  will  not  tell  me  his  name,"  said  Malf  ••avers, 
still  in  a  loud  unaltered  tone.    "  Be  it  so.    I  will  ask  no 
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more.     I  can  discover  it  myself.    God  the  Avenger  will 
reveal  it." 

At  that  thought  he  grew  more  composed  ;  and,  as 
Florence  wept  on,  the  unnatural  concentration  and 
lierceness  of  his  mind  again  gave  way,  and,  seating 
himself  beside  her,  he  uttered  all  that  could  sooth,  and 
comfort,  and  console.  And  Florence  was  soon  soothed ! 
And  there,  while  over  their  heads  the  grim  skeleton  was 
holding  the  funeral  pall,  they  again  exchanged  their 
vows,  and  again,  with  feelings  fonder  than  of  old,  spoke 
of  love. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

"  Erichlho,  thfin, 
Breathes  her  dire  murmurs  which  enforce  him  bear 
Her  baneful  secrets  to  Ihe  spirits  of  horror." 

Marlow. 

With  a  heavy  step  Maltravers  ascended  the  stairs  of 
his  lonely  house  that  night,  and  heavily,  with  a  sup- 
pressed groan,  did  he  sink  upon  the  first  chair  that  prof- 
fered rest. 

It  was  intensely  cold.  During  his  long  interview 
with  Lady  Florence,  his  servant  had  taken  the  precau- 
tion to  go  to  Seamore  Place,  and  make  some  hasty 
preparations  for  the  owner's  return.  But  the  bedroom 
looked  comfortless  and  bare,  the  curtains  were  taken 
down,  the  carpets  were  taken  up  (a  single  man's  house- 
keeper is  wonderfully  provident  in  these  matters :  the 
moment  his  back  is  turned,  she  bustles,  she  displaces, 
she  exults ;  "  things  can  be  put  a  little  to  rights !"). 
Even  the  fire  would  not  burn  clear,  but  gleamed  sullen 
and  fitful  from  the  smothering  fuel.  It  was  a  large 
chamber,  and  the  lights  imperfectly  filled  it.  On  the 
table  lay  parliamentary  papers  and  pamphlets,  and  bills, 
and  presentation-books  from  younger  authors,  evidences 
of  the  teeming  business  of  that  restless  machine  .oe 
world.  But  of  all  this  Maltravers  was  not  sensible  :  the 
winter  frost  numbed  not  his  feverish  veins.  His  ser- 
vant, who  loved  him,  as  all  who  saw  much  of  Maltravers 
did,  fidgeted  anxiously  about  the  room,  and  plied  the 
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suilen  fire,  and  laid  out  the  comfortable  dressing-robe, 
aiid  placed  wiiiaon  the  table,  and  asked  questions  which 
were  not  answered,  and  pressed  service  which  was  not 
heeded.  The  little  wheels  of  life  go  on,  even  when  the 
great  wheel  is  paralyzed  or  broken.  Maltravers  whs, 
if  I  may  so  express  it,  in  a  kind  of  menial  trance.  His 
emotions  had  left  him  thoroughly  exhausted.  He  felt 
that  torpor  which  succeeds,  and  is  again  the  precursor 
of,  great  wo.  At  length  he  was  alone,  and  the  solitude 
half  unconsciously  restored  him.  For  it  may  be  ob- 
served, that  when  misfortune  has  stncken  us  home,  the 
presence  of  any  one  seems  vo  interfere  between  the 
memory  and  the  heart.  Withlraw  the  intruder,  and  the 
lifted  hammer  falls  at  once  upon  the  anvil !  He  rose  as 
the  door  closed  on  his  attendant — rose  with  a  start,  and 
pushed  the  hat  from  his  gather^^-d  brows.  He  walked 
for  some  moments  to  and  fro,  and  the  air  of  the  room, 
freezing  as  it  was,  oppressed  him. 

There  are  tiines  when  the  arrow  quivers  within  us — 
in  which  all  space  seems  too  confined.  Like  the 
wounded  hart,  we  could  fly  on  for  ever ;  there  is  a  vague 
desire  of  escape ;  a  yearning,  almost  insane,  to  get  out 
from  our  own  selves  :  the  soul  struggles  to  flee  away, 
and  take  the  wings  of  the  morning. 

Impatiently,  at  last,  did  Maltravers  throw  open  his 
window  ;  it  communicated  upon  a  balcony,  built  out  to 
command  the  wide  view  which,  from  a  certain  height, 
that  part  of  the  park  aflfords.  He  stepped  into  the  bal- 
ciiny  and  bared  his  breast  to  the  keen  air.  The  uncom- 
fortable and  icy  heavens  lool  ed  down  upon  the  hoar- 
rime  that  gathered  over  the  grass  and  the  ghostly 
boughs  of  the  deathlike  trees.  All  things  in  the  world 
without  brought  tlie  thought  of  the  grave,  and  the  pause 
of  being,  and  the  withering  up  of  beauty,  closer  and 
closer  to  his  soul.  In  the  pa'pable  and  griping  winter, 
death  itself  seemed  to  wind  around  him  its  skeleton  and 
joyless  arms.  And  as  thus  he  stood,  and,  wearied  with 
contending  against,  passively  yielded  to,  the  bitter  pas- 
sions that  wrung  and  gnawed  his  heart,  he  heard  not 
a  sound  at  the  door  below,  nor  the  footsteps  on  the 
stairs,  nor  knew  he  that  a  visiter  was  in  his  room,  till 
he  felt  a  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  and,  turning  round,  he 
beheld  the  white  and  livid  countenance  of  Castruccio 
Caesarini. 

"  It  is  a  dreary  night  and  a  solemn  hour,  IMaltravers," 
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said  the  Kalian,  with  a  distorted  smile  ;  "  a  fitting  night 
and  time  for  my  interview  with  you." 

"Away,"  said  Maltravers,  in  an  impatient  tone.  "I 
am  not  at  leisure  for  these  mock  heroics." 

"  Ay,  but  you  shall  hear  me  to  the  end.  I  have 
watched  your  arrival;  I  have  counted  the  hours  in 
which  you  remained  with  her;  1  have  followed  you 
home.  If  you  have  human  passions,  humanity  itself 
must  be  dried  up  within  you,  and  the  wild  beast  in  his 
cavern  is  not  more  fearful  to  encounter.  Thus,  then, 
I  seek  and  brave  you.  Be  still.  Has  Florence  revealed 
to  you  the  name  of  him  who  belied  you,  and  who  be- 
trayed herself  to  the  death  V 

"  Ha !"  said  Maltravers,  growing  very  pale,  and  fixing 
his  eyes  on  Casarini,  "you  are  not  the  man;  my  sus- 
picions lighted  elsewhere." 

"  I  am  the  man.     Do  thy  worst." 

Scarce  were  the  words  uttered,  when,  with  a  fierce 
cry,  Maltravers  threw  himself  on  the  Italian ;  he  tore 
him  from  his  footing,  he  grasped  him  in  his  arms  as  a 
child,  he  literally  whirled  him  around  and  on  high ;  and 
in  that  maddening  paroxysm  it  was,  perhaps,  but  the 
balance  of  a  feather,  in  the  conflicting  elements  of  re- 
venge and  reason,  which  withheld  Maltravers  from 
hurling  the  criminal  from  the  fearful  height  on  which 
they  stood.  The  temptation  passed  ;  Cassarini  leaned, 
safe,  unharmed,  but  half  senseless  with  mingled  rage 
and  fear,  against  the  wall. 

He  was  alone;  Maltravers  had  left  him;  had  fled  from 
himself;  fled  into  the  chamber;  fled  for  refuge  from 
human  passions  to  the  wing  of  the  All  Seeing  and  All 
Present.  "  Father,"  he  groaned,  sinking  on  his  knees, 
"  support  me,  save  me  :  without  thee  1  am  lost !" 

Slowly  Caesarini  recovered  himself  and  re-entered 
the  apartment.  A  string  in  his  brain  was  already  loos- 
ened, and,  sullen  and  ferocious,  he  returned  again  to 
goad  the  lion  that  had  spared  him.  Maltravers  had  al- 
ready risen  from  his  brief  prayer.  "With  locked  and 
rigid  countenance,  with  arms  folded  on  his  breast,  he 
stood  confronting  the  Italian,  who  advanced  towards  him 
with  a  menacing  brow  and  arm,  but  halted  involuntarily 
at  the  sight  of  that  commanding  aspect. 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Maltravers  at  last,  with  a  tone 
preternalurally  calm  and  low,  "  you  are  the  man.  Speak 
on  ;  what  arts  did  you  employ  V 
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"  Your  own  letter !  When,  many  months  ago,  I 
wrote  to  tell  you  of  the  hopes  it  was  mine  to  conceive, 
and  to  ask  your  opinion  of  lier  I  loved,  how  did  you  an- 
swer me  1  With  doubts,  with  depreciation,  with  covert 
and  polished  scorn,  of  the  very  woman  whom,  with  a 
deliberate  treachery,  you  afterward  wrested  from  my 
worshipping  and  adoring  love.  That  letter  I  garbled. 
I  made  the  doubts  you  expressed  of  my  happiness  seem 
doubts  of  your  own.  I  changed  the  dates.  1  made  the 
retter  itself  appear  written,  not  on  your  first  acquaint- 
ance with  her,  but  subsequent  to  your  plighted  and  ac- 
cepted vows.  Your  own  handwriting  convicted  you  of 
mean  suspicion  and  of  sordid  motives.  These  were 
my  arts." 

"  They  were  most  noble.  Do  you  abide  by  them,  or 
repent  ?" 

"  For  what  I  have  done  to  thee  I  have  no  repentance. 
Nay,  I  regard  thee  still  as  the  aggressor.  Thou  hast 
robbed  me  of  her  who  was  all  the  world  to  me  ;  and,  be 
thine  excuses  what  they  may,  1  hate  thee  with  a  hate 
ihat  cannot  slumber — that  aJjjures  the  abject  name  of 
remorse.  I  exult  in  the  very  agonies  thou  endurest. 
But  for  her,  the  stricken,  the  dying!  0  God,  O  God! 
The  blow  falls  upon  mine  own  head  !" 

"  Dying !".  said  Maltravers,  slowly,  and  with  a  shudder. 
''  No,  no — not  dying — or  what  art  thou  ?  Her  murderer ! 
And  what  must  1  be  ^     Her  avenger  !" 

Overpowered  with  his  own  passions,  Caesarini  sank 
down,  and  covered  his  face  with  his  clasped  hands. 
Maltravers  stalked  gloomily  to  and  fro  the  apartment. 
There  was  silence  for  some  moments. 

At  length  Maltravers  paused  opposite  Caesarini,  and 
thus  addressed  him. 

"  You  have  come  hither,  not  so  much  to  confess  the 
basest  crime  of  which  man  can  be  guilty,  as  to  gloat 
over  my  anguish,  and  to  brave  me  to  revenge  my 
wrongs.  Go,  man,  go;  for  ihe  present  you  are  safe. 
While  she  lives,  mylife  is  not  mine  to  hazard;  if  she 
recover,  I  can  pity  you  and  forgive.  To  me  your  of- 
fence, foul  though  it'be,  sinks  l)elovv  contempt  itself.  It 
is  the  consequences  of  that  c  -ime  as  they  relate  to— to 
• — that  noble  and  suffering  v/oman,  which  can  alone 
raise  the  despicable  into  the  tragic,  and  make  your  life 
a  worthy  and  a  necessary  oflering,  not  to  revenge,  but 
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justice :  life  for  life,  victim  for  victim.     'Tis  the  old  / 
law — 'lis  a  righteous  one." 

"  You  shall  not,  with  your  accursed  coldness,  thus 
dispose  of  me  as  you  will,  and  arrogate  the  option  to  | 
smite  or  save.  No,"  continued  Caesarini,  stamping  his  \ 
foot ;  "  no  ;  far  from  seelciiig  forbearance  at  your  hands, 
I  dare  and  defy  you.  You  think  I  have  injured  you  ;  I, 
on  the  other  hand,  consider  the  wrong  has  come  from 
you.  But  for  you.  she  m'ght  have  loved  me,  have  been 
mine.  Let  that  pass.  But  for  you,  at  least  it  is  certain 
that  I  should  neither  have  sullied  my  soul  with  a  vile 
sin,  nor  brought  the  brightest  of  human  beings  to  the 
grave.  If  she  dies,  the  murder  may  be  mine,  but  you 
were  tRe  cause,  the  devil  that  tempted  to  the  offence. 
I  defy  and  spit  upon  you  ;  I  have  no  softness  left  in  me  ; 
my  veins  are  fire;  my  heart  thirsts  for  blood.  You — 
you — have  still  the  privilege  to  see,  to  bless,  to  tend 
her  ;  and  I — I,  who  loved  h  ir  so — who  could  have  kissed 
the  earth  she  trod  on— I — well,  well,  no  matter — I  hate 
you — I  insult  you — I  call  you  villain  and  dastard — I 
throw  myself  on  the  laws  of  honour,  and  I  demand  that 
conflict  you  defer  or  deny." 

"  Home,  doter,  home  ;  fall  on  thy  knees,  and  pray- 
to  Heaven  for  pardon;  make  up  thy  dread  account; 
repine  not  at  the  days  yet  thine  to  wash  the  black  spot 
from  thy  soul.  For,  whil  ^  I  speak,  I  foresee  loo  well 
that  her  daj'S  are  numbered,  and  with  her  thread  of  life 
is  entwined  thine  own.  Within  twelve  hours  from  her 
last  moment  we  meet  again;  but  now  1  am  as  ice  and 
stone ;  thou  canst  not  movi*.  me.  Her  closing  life  shall 
not  be  darkened  by  the  aspect  of  blood— by  the  thought 
of  the  sacrifice  it  demands.  Begone,  or  menials  shall 
cast  thee  from  my  door;  those  lips  are  too  base  to 
breathe  the  same  air  as  honest  men.  Begone,  I  say ; 
begone '" 

Though  scarce  a  muscle  moved  in  the  lofty  counte- 
nance of  Maltravers — though  no  frown  darkened  the 
majestic  brow — though  no  fire  broke  from  the  steadfast 
and  scornful  eye,  there  was  a  kingly  authority  in  the 
aspect,  in  the  extended  irm,  the  stately  crest,  and  a 
power  in  the  swell  of  the  stern  voice,  which  awed  and 
quelled  the  unhappy  being  whose  own  passions  exhaust- 
ed and  unmanned  him.  He  strove  to  fling  back  scorn 
to  scorn,  but  his  lips  trembled,  and  his  voice  died  in 
hollow  murmurs  within  hia  breast.     Maltravers  regard- 
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ed  him  with  a  crushing  and  intense  disdain.  The  Ital- 
ian, with  shame  and  wrath,  wrestled  against  himself,  but 
in  vain;  the  cold  eye  that  was  fixed  upon  him  was  as 
a  spell,  which  the  fiend  within  him  could  not  rebel 
against  or  resist.  Mechanically  he  moved  to  the  door; 
then,  turning  round,  he  shook  his  clinched  hand  at  Mal- 
travers,  and,  with  a  wild,  hysterical  laugh,  rushed  from 
the  apartment. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

"  On  some  fond  breast  the  parting  soul  relies." 

Gray. 

Not  a  day  passed   in  which  Maltravers  was  absent 
from  the  side  of  Florence.     He  came  early,  he  went 
late.     He  subsided  into  his  former  character  of  an  ac- 
cepted suiter,  without  a  word  of  explanation  with  Lord 
Saxingham.     That  task  was   left  to  Florence.      She 
doubtless  performed  it  well,  for  his  lordship  seemed 
satisfied, though  grave,  and,  almost  for  the  first  time  in 
his  life,  sad.     Maltravers  never  reverted  to  the  cause  of 
their  unhappy  dissension.     Nor  from  that  niglit  did  he 
once  give  way  to  whatever  might  be  his  more  agonized 
and  fierce  emotions;  he  never  after  afl'ected  to  reproach 
himself;  he  never  bewailed  with  a  vain  despair  their  ap- 
proaching separation.     Whatever  it  cost  him,  he  stood 
collected  and  stoical  in  the  intense  power  of  his  self- 
control.     He  had  but  one  object,  one  desire,  one  hope, 
to  save  the  last  hours  of  Florence  Lascelles  from  every 
pang;  to  brighten  and  smooth  the  passage  across  the 
solemn  bridge.     His  forethought,  his  pres^-nce  of  mind, 
his  care,  his  tenderness,  never  forsook  him  for  an  in- 
Biant ;  they  went  bcond  the  attributes  of  men ;  they 
went  into  all  the  fine,  the  indescribable  minutiae  by 
which  woman  makes  herself  "in  pain  and  anguish"  the 
"  ministering  angel."     It  was  as  if  he  had  nerved  and 
braced  his  whole  nature  to  one  duty ;  as  if  that  duty 
were  more  felt  than  atfectian  itself;  as  if  he  were  re- 
solved that  Florence  should  not  remember  that  she  had 
no  mother  I 
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And  oh,  then,  how  Florence  loved  him !  how  far  more 
luxurious  in  its  grateful  and  clinging  fondness  was  that 
love,  than  the  wild  and  jealous  fire  of  their  earlier  con- 
nexion. Her  own  character,  as  is  often  the  case  in 
lingering  illness,  became  incalculably  more  gentle  and 
softened  down  as  the  shadows  closed  around  it.  She 
loved  to  make  him  read  and  talk  to  her;  and  her  ancient 
poetry  of  thought  now  grew  mellowed,  as  it  were,  into 
rehgion,  which  is  indeed  poetry  with  a  stronger  wing 
There  was  a  world  beyond  the  grave ;  there  was  life 
out  of  the  chrysalis  sleep  of  death ;  they  would  yet  be 
united.  And  Maltravers,  who  was  a  solemn  and  intense 
believer  in  the  Great  Hope,  did  not  neglect  the  purest 
and  highest  of  all  the  fountains  of  solace. 

Often,  in  that  quiet  room,  in  that  gorgeous  mansion, 
which  had  been  the  scene  of  all  vain  or  worldly  schemes, 
of  flirtations  and  feastings,  and  political  meetings  and 
cabinet  dinners,  and  all  the  bubbles  of  the  passing  wave, 
often  there  did  these  persons,  whose  position  to  each 
other  had  been  so  suddenly  and  so  strangely  changed, 
converse  on  those  matters,  daring  and  divine,  which 
"make  the  bridal  of  the  earth  and  sky." 

"  How  fortunate  am  I,"  said  Florence,  one  day,  "that 
my  choice  fell  on  one  who  thinks  as  you  do !  How 
your  words  elevate  and  exalt  me !  yet  once  I  never 
dreamed  of  questioning  your  creed  on  these  questions. 
It  is  in  sorrow  or  sickness  that  we  learn  why  faith  was 
given  as  a  soother  to  man ;  faith,  which  is  hope  with  a 
holier  name  ;  hope  that  knows  neither  deceit  nor  de>ath. 
Ah,  how  wisely  do  you  speak  of  the  philosophy  of  be- 
lief! It  is,  indeed,  the  telescope  which  leads  our  vision 
to  the  stars.  And  to  you,  Ernest,  my  beloved,  compre- 
hended and  known  at  last,  to  you  1  leave,  when  I  am 
gone,  that  monitor,  that  friend ;  you  will  know  yourself 
what  you  teach  to  me.  And  when  you  look  not  on  the 
heaven  alone,  but  in  all  space,  on  all  the  illimitable  crea- 
tion, you  will  know  that  I  am  there  !  For  the  home  of 
a  spirit  is  wherever  spreads  the  universal  presence  of 
God.  And  to  what  numerous  stages  of  being,  what 
paths,  what  duties,  what  active  and  glorious  tasks  in 
other  worlds  may  we  not  be  reserved ;  perhaps  to  know 
and  share  them  together,  and  mount  age  after  age  higher 
in  the  scale  of  being.  For  surely  in  Heaven  there  is 
no  pause  or  torpor ;  we  do  not  lie  down  in  calm  and 
unimprovable  repose.     Movement  and  progress  will  re- 
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main  the  law  and  condition  of  existence.  And  there 
will  be  efforts  and  duties  for  us  above  as  there  have 
been  below." 

It  was  in  this  theory,  which  Maltravers  shared,  that 
the  character  of  Florence,  her  overflowing  life  and  ac- 
tivity of  thought,  her  aspirations,  her  ambition,  were 
still  displayed.  It  was  not  so  much  to  the  calm  and 
rest  of  the  grave  that  she  extended  her  unreluctant  gaze, 
as  to  the  light  and  glory  of  a  renewed  and  progressive 
existence. 

It  was  while  thus  they  sat,  the  low  voice  of  Ernest, 
tranquil  yet  half  trembling  with  the  emotions  he  sought 
to  restrain,  sometimes  sobering,  sometimes  yet  more 
elevating  the  thoughts  of  Florence,  that  Lord  V^argrave 
was  announced,  and  Lumley  Ferrers,  who  had  now  suc- 
ceeded to  that  title,  entered  the  room.  It  was  the  first 
time  that  Florence  had  seen  him  since  the  death  of  his 
uncle,  the  first  time  Maltravers  had  seen  him  since  the 
evening  so  fatal  to  Florence.  Both  started  ;  Maltravers 
rose  and  walked  to  the  window.  Lord  Vargrave  took 
the  hand  of  his  cousin,  and  pressed  it  to  his  lips  in  silence, 
while  his  looks  betokened  feelings  that  for  once  were 
genuine. 

"  You  see,  Lumley,  I  am  resigned,"  said  Florence, 
with  a  sweet  smile.     "  I  am  resigned  and  happy." 

Lumley  glanced  at  Maltravers,  and  met  a  cold,  scru- 
tinizing, piercing  eye,  from  which  he  shrank  with  some 
confusion.     He  recovered  himself  in  an  instant. 

"  I  am  rejoiced,  my  cousin,  I  am  rejoiced,"  said  he, 
very  earnestly,  "  to  see  Maltravers  here  again.  Let  us 
now  hope  the  best." 

Maltravers  walked  deliberately  up  to  Lumley,  "  Will 
you  take  my  hand  now  too  ?"  said  he,  with  deep  mean- 
ing in  his  tone. 

"  More  willingly  than  ever,"  said  Lumley ;  and  he  did 
not  quail  before  Ernest's  eye. 

"  I  am  satisfied,"  replied  Maltravers,  after  a  pause, 
and  in  a  voice  that  expressed  more  than  his  words. 

There  is  in  some  natures  so  great  a  hoard  of  gener- 
osity, that  it  often  dulls  their  acuteness.  Maltravers 
could  not  believe  that  frankness  could  be  wholly  a  mask 
— it  was  an  hypocrisy  he  knew  not  of.  He  himself 
was  not  incapable,  had  circumstances  so  urged  him,  of 
great  crimes ;  nay,  the  design  of  one  crime  lay  at  that 
moment  deadly  and  dark  within  his  heart,  for  he  had 
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some  passions  which  in  so  resolute  a  character  could 
produce,  should  the  wind  waken  them  into  storm,  dire 
and  terrible  effects.  Even  at  the  age  of  thirty,  it  was 
yet  uncertain  whether  Ernest  Maltravers  might  become 
an  exemplary  or  an  evil  man.  But  he  could  sooner 
have  strangled  a  foe  than  taken  the  hand  of  a  man  whom 
he  had  once  betrayed. 

"  I  love  to  think  you  friends,"  said  Florence,  gazing 
at  them  affectionately,  "  and  to  you  at  least,  Lumley, 
such  friendship  should  be  a  blessing.  I  always  loved 
you  much  and  dearly,  Lumley;  loved  you  as  a  brother, 
though  our  characters  often  jarred." 

Lumley  winced.  "  For  Heaven's  sake,"  he  cried, 
"  do  not  speak  thus  tenderly  to  me  ;  I  cannot  bear  it, 
and  look  on  you  and  think — " 

"  That  I  am  dying.  Kind  words  become  us  best 
when  our  words  are  approaching  to  the  last.  But 
enough  of  this — I  grieved  for  your  loss." 

"  My  poor  uncle,"  said  Lumley,  eagerly  changing  the 
conversation  ;  "  the  shock  was  sudden ;  and  melancholy 
duties  have  absorbed  me  so  till  this  day,  that  1  could 
not  come  even  to  you.  It  soothed  me,  however,  to 
learn,  in  answer  to  my  daily  inquiries,  that  Ernest  was 
here.  For  my  part,"  he  added,  with  a  faint  smile,  "  I 
have  had  duties  as  well  as  honours  devolved  on  me.  I 
am  left  guardian  to  an  heiress,  and  betrothed  to  a  child." 

"  How  do  you  mean  V 

"  Why,  my  poor  uncle  was  so  fondly  attached  to  his 
wife's  daughter  that  he  has  left  her  the  bulk  of  his  prop- 
erty :  a  veiy  small  estate— not  2000/.  a  year— goes 
with  the  title  (a  new  title,  too,  which  requires  twice 
as  much  to  carry  it  off  and  make  its  pinchbeck  pass  for 
gold).  In  order,  however,  to  serve  a  double  purpose, 
secure  to  his  protegee  his  own  beloved  peerage,  and 
atone  to  his  nephew  for  the  loss  of  wealth,  he  has  left 
it  a  last  request  that  I  should  marry  the  young  lady 
over  whom  I  am  appointed  guardian  when  she  is  eigh- 
teen— alas  !  I  shall  then  be  at  the  other  side  of  forty  ! 
If  she  does  not  take  to  so  mature  a  bridegroom,  she 
loses  thirty,  only  thirt)^  of  the  200,000/.  settled  upon 
her,  which  goes  to  me  as  a  sugarplum  after  the  nause- 
ous thought  of  the  young  lady's  '  No.'  Now  you  know 
all.  His  widow,  really  an  exemplary  young  woman, 
has  a  jointure  of  1500/.  a  year  and  the  villa.  It  is  not 
mu'-h,  but  she  is  contented." 
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The  lightness  of  the  new  peer's  tone  revolted  Mal- 
travers,  and  he  turned  impatiently  away.  But  Lord 
Vargrave,  resolving  not  to  suffer  the  conversation  to 
glide  back  to  sorrowful  subjects,  which  he  always  hated, 
turned  round  to  Ernest  and  said,  "  Well,  my  dear  Er- 
nest, I  see  by  the  papers  that  you  are  to  have  N 's 

late  appointment — it  is  a  very  rising  office.  I  congratu- 
late you." 

"  I  have  refused,"  said  Maltravers,  dryly. 

"Bless  me!  indeed! — whyT" 

Ernest  bit  his  lip  and  frowned  ;  but  his  glance  wan- 
dering unconsciously  at  Florence,  Lumley  thought  he 
detected  the  true  reply  to  his  question,  and  became 
mute. 

The  conversation  was  afterward  embarrassed  and 
broken  up  ;  Lumley  went  away  as  soon  as  he  could, 
and  Lady  Florence  that  night  had  a  severe  fit,  and  could 
not  leave  her  bed  the  next  day.  That  confinement  she 
had  struggled  against  to  the  last ;  and  now,  day  by  day, 
it  grew  more  frequent  and  inevitable.  The  steps  of 
death  became  accelerated ;  and  Lord  Saxingham,  wa- 
kened at  last  to  the  mournful  truth,  took  his  place  by 
his  daughter's  side,  and  forgot  that  he  was  a  cabinet 
minister. 


CHAPTER  Vin 

"  Away,  my  friends;  why  take  such  pains  to  know 
What  some  brave  marble  soon  in  church  shall  show." 

Crabbe. 

It  may  seem  strange,  but  Maltravers  had  never  loved 
Lady  Florence  as  he  did  now.  Was  it  the  perversity  of 
human  nature,  that  makes  the  things  of  mortality  dearer 
to  us  in  proportion  as  they  fade  from  our  hopes,  like 
birds  whose  hues  are  only  unfolded  when  they  take 
wing,  and  vanish  amid  the  skies ;  or  was  it  that  he  had 
ever  doted  more  on  loveliness  of  mind  than  of  form,  and 
the  first  bloomed  out  the  more,  the  more  the  last  de- 
cayed? A  thing  to  protect,  to  sooth,  to  shelter — oh, 
how  dear  it  is  to  the  pride  of  men !  The  haughty  wo- 
man who  can  stand  alone,  and  requires  no  leaning-place 
in  our  heart,  loses  the  spell  of  her  sex. 
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I  pass  over  those  stages  of  decline  gratuitously  pain- 
ful to  record,  and  which,  in  this  case,  mine  cannot  be 
the  cold  and  technical  hand  to  trace.  At  length  came 
that  time  when  physicians  could  define  within  a  few 
days  the  final  hour  of  release.  And  latterly  the  mock- 
ing pruderies  of  rank  had  been  lain  aside,  and  Maltrav- 
ers  had,  for  some  hours  at  least  in  the  day,  taken  his 
watch  beside  the  couch  to  which  the  admired  and  bril- 
liant Florence  Lascelles  was  now  almost  constantly  re- 
duced. But  her  high  and  heroic  spirit  was  with  her  to 
the  last.  To  the  last  she  could  endure,  love,  and  hope. 
One  day,  when  Maltravers  left  his  post,  she  besought 
him,  with  more  solemnity  than  usual,  to  return  that 
evening.  She  fixed  the  precise  hour,  and  she  sighed 
heavily  when  he  departed.  Maltravers  paused  in  the 
hall  to  speak  to  the  physician,  who  was  just  leaving 
Lord  Saxingham's  library.  Ernest  spoke  to  him  for 
some  moments  calmly,  and,  when  he  heard  the  fiat,  he 
betrayed  no  other  emotion  than  a  slight  quiver  of  the 
lip !  "  I  must  not  weep  for  her  yet,"  he  muttered,  as 
he  turned  from  the  door.  He  went  thence  to  the  house 
of  a  gentleman  of  his  own  age,  with  whom  he  had  form- 
ed that  kind  of  acquaintance  which  never  amounts  to 
familiar  friendship,  but  rests  upon  mutual  respect,  and 
is  often  more  ready  than  professed  friendship  itself  to 
confer  mutual  service.  Colonel  Danvers  was  a  man 
who  usually  sat  next  to  Maltravers  in  parliament ;  they 
voted  together,  and  thought  alike  on  principles  both  of 
politics  and  honour ;  they  would  have  lent  thousands  to 
each  other  without  bond  or  memorandum  ;  and  neither 
ever  wanted  a  warm  and  indignant  advocate  when  he 
was  abused  behind  his  back  in  the  presence  of  the  other. 
Yet  their  tastes  and  ordinary  habits  were  not  congenial ; 
and  when  they  met  in  the  streets,  they  never  said,  as 
they  would  to  companions  they  esteemed  less,  "  Let  us 
spend  the  day  together."  vSuch  forms  of  acquaintance 
are  not  uncommon  among  honourable  men  who  have 
already  formed  habits  and  pursuits  of  their  own,  which 
they  cannot  surrender  even  to  friendsJiip.  Colonel 
Danvers  was  not  at  home — they  believed  he  was  at  his 
club  in  St.  James's-street.  Thither  Maltravers  bent  his 
way.  On  arriving,  he  found  that  Danvers  had  been  at 
the  club  an  hour  ago,  and  left  word  that  he  should 
shortly  return.  Maltravers  entered  and  quietly  sat 
down.     The  room  was  full  of  its  daily  loungers;  but 

Q2 


186  THE   CLUB-ROOM. 

he  did  not  shrink  from,  he  did  not  even  heed,  the  crowd 
He  felt  not  the  desire  of  soUtiide — there  was  sohtude 
enough  within  him.  Several  distinguished  public  men 
were  there,  grouped  around  the  fire,  and  many  of  the 
hangers-on  and  satellites  of  political  life ;  they  were 
talking  with  eagerness  and  animation,  for  it  was  a  sea- 
son of  great  party  conflict.  Strange  as  it  may  seem, 
though  Maltravers  was  then  scarcely  sensible  of  their 
conversation,  it  all  came  back  vividly  and  faithfully  on 
him  afterward,  in  the  first  hours  of  reflection  on  his  own 
future  plans,  and  served  to  deepen  and  consohdate  his 
disgust  of  the  world.  They  were  discussing  the  char- 
acter of  a  great  statesman,  whom,  warmed  but  by  the 
loftiest  and  purest  motives,  they  were  unable  to  under- 
stand. Their  gross  suspicions,  their  coarse  jealousies, 
their  calculations  of  patriotism  by  place — all  that  strips 
the  varnish  from  the  face  of  that  fair  harlot.  Political 
Ambition,  sunk  like  caustic  into  his  spirit.  A  gentle- 
man, seemg  him  sit  silent,  with  his  hat  over  his  moody 
brow,  civilly  extended  to  him  the  paper  he  was  reading. 

"  It  is  the  second  edition ;  you  will  find  the  last 
French  express." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Maltravers ;  and  the  civil  man 
started  as  he  heard  the  brief  answer ;  there  was  some- 
thing so  inexpressibly  prostrate  and  broken-spirited  in 
the  voice  that  uttered  it. 

Maltravers's  eyes  fell  mechanically  on  the  column, 
and  caught  his  own  name.  That  work  which,  in  the 
fair  retirement  of  Temple  Grove,  it  had  so  pleased  him 
to  compose — and  in  every  page  ajid  every  thought  of 
which  Florence  had  been  consulted — which  was  so  in- 
separably associated  with  her  image  and  glorified  by 
the  light  of  her  kiiWred  genius — was  just  published.  It 
had  been  completed  long  since  :  but  the  publisher  had, 
for  some  excellent  reason  of  the  craft,  hitherto  delayed 
its  appearance.  Maltravers  knew  nothing  of  its  publi- 
cation— he  had  meant,  after  his  return  to  town,  to  have 
sent  to  forbid  its  appearance ;  but  his  thoughts  of  late 
had  crushed  everything  else  out  of  his  memory — he 
had  forgotten  its  existence.  And  now,  in  all  the  pomp 
and  parade  of  authorship,  it  was  sent  into  the  world! 
Now,  11010,  when  it  was  like  an  indecent  mockery  of  the 
bed  of  death — a  sacrilege,  an  impiety !  There  is  a  ter- 
rible  disconnexion  between  the  author  and  the  man — 
the  author's  life  and  the  man's  life — the  eras  of  visible 
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tnumph  may  be  those  of  the  most  intolerable,  thongh 
unrevealed  and  unconjectured  anguish.  The  book  that 
delighted  us  to  compose  may  first  come  to  the  world 
in  the  hour  when  all  things  under  the  sun  are  joyless. 
This  had  been  Ernest  Maltravers's  most  favoured  work. 
It  had  been  conceived  in  a  happy  hour  of  great  ambi- 
tion ;  it  had  been  executed  with  that  desire  of  truth 
which  in  the  mind  of  genius  becomes  Art.  How  little, 
in  the  solitary  hours  stolen  from  sleep,  had  he  thought 
of  self,  and  that  labourer's  hire  called  "  fame ;"  how 
had  he  dreamed  that  he  was  promulgating  secrets  to 
make  his  kind  better,  and  wiser,  and  truer  to  the  great 
aims  of  Ufe!  How  had  Florence,  and  Florence  alone, 
understood  the  beatings  of  his  heart  in  every  page ! 
And  now !  It  so  chanced  that  the  work  was  reviewed 
in  the  paper  he  read  ;  it  was  not  only  a  hostile  criticism, 
it  was  a  personally  abusive  diatribe,  a  virulent  invec- 
tive. All  the  motives  that  can  darken  or  defile  were 
ascribed  to  him.  All  the  mean  spite  of  some  mean 
mind  was  sputtered  forth.  Had  the  writer  known  the 
awful  blow  that  awaited  Maltravers  at  that  time,  it  is 
not  in  man's  nature  but  that  he  would  have  shrunk  from 
this  petty  gall  upon  the  wrung  withers ;  but,  as  I  have 
said,  there  is  a  temble  disconnexion  between  the  author 
and  the  man.  The  first  is  always  at  our  mercy,  of 
the  last  we  know  nothing.  At  such  an  hour  Maltrav- 
ers could  feel  none  of  the  contempt  that  proud,  none 
of  the  wrath  that  vain  minds  feel  at  these  small  stings. 
He  could  feel  nothing  but  an  undefined  abhorrence  ol 
the  world,  and  of  the  aims  and  objects  he  had  pursued 
so  long.  Yet  that  even  he  did  not  then  feel.  He  was 
in  a  dream  ;  but,  as  men  remember  dreams,  so,  when  he 
awoke,  did  he  loathe  his  own  former  aspirations,  and 
sicken  at  their  base  rewards.  It  was  the  first  time 
since  his  first  year  of  inexperienced  authorship  that 
abuse  had  had  the  power  even  to  vex  him  for  a  moment. 
But  here,  when  the  cup  was  already  full,  was  the  drop 
that  overflowed.  The  great  column  of  his  past  world 
was  gone,  and  all  else  seemed  crumbling  away. 

At  length  Colonel  Danvers  entered.  Maltravers 
drew  him  aside,  and  they  left  the  club. 

"  Danvers,"  said  the  latter,  "  the  time  in  which  I  told 
you  I  should  need  your  services  is  near  at  hand — let 
me  see  you,  if  possible,  to-night." 

"  Certainly  ;  I  shall  be  at  the  house  till  eleven.  Af- 
ter that  hour  you  will  find  me  at  home." 
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"  I  thank  you." 

"  Cannot  this  matter  be  arranged  amicably  ?" 

"  No,  it  is  a  quarrel  of  life  and  death." 

"  Yet  the  world  is  really  growing  too  enhghtened  for 
these  old  mimicries  of  single  combat." 

"  There  are  some  cases  in  which  human  nature  and 
its  deep  wrongs  will  be  ever  stronger  than  the  world 
and  its  philosophy.  Duels  and  wars  belong  to  the  same 
principle  ;  both  are  sinful  on  light  grounds  and  poor  pre- 
texts. But  it  is  not  sinful  for  a  soldier  to  defend  his 
country  from  invasion,  nor  for  man,  with  a  man's  heart, 
to  vindicate  truth  and  honour  with  his  life.  The  rob- 
ber that  asks  me  for  money  I  am  allowed  to  shoot.  Is 
the  robber  that  tears  from  me  treasures  never  to  be  re- 
placed to  go  free  1  These  are  the  inconsistencies  of  a 
pseudo-ethics,  whic^,  as  long  as  we  are  made  of  flesh 
and  blood,  we  can  never  subscribe  to." 

"  Yet  the  ancients,"  said  Danvers,  with  a  smile, 
"  were  as  passionate  as  ourselves,  and  they  dispensed 
•with  duels." 

"  Yes,  because  they  resorted  to  assassination.  Per- 
haps," added  Maltravers,  with  a  gloomy  frown,  "  they 
took  the  wiser,  if  not  the  nobler  course  of  justice.  As 
in  revolutions  all  law  is  suspended,  so  are  there  stormy 
events  and  mighty  injuries  in  life  which  are  as  revolu- 
tions to  individuals.  Enough  of  this  ;  it  is  no  time  to 
argue  hke  the  schoolmen.  When  we  meet  you  shall 
know  all,  and  you  will  judge  like  me.     Good-day  !" 

"  What,  are  you  going  already  ?  Maltravers,  you 
look  ill ;  your  hand  is  feverish ;  you  should  take  ad- 
vice." 

Maltravers  smiled — but  the  smile  was  not  like  his  own 
— shook  his  head,  and  strode  rapidly  away. 

Three  of  the  London  clocks,  one  after  the  other,  had 
told  the  hour  of  nine  as  a  tall  and  commanding  figure 
passed  up  the  street  towards  Saxingham  House.  Five 
doors  before  you  reach  that  mansion  there  is  a  crossing, 
and  at  this  spot  stood  a  young  man,  in  whose  face  youth 
itself  looked  sapless  and  blasted.  It  was  then  March — 
the  third  of  March — the  weather  was  unusually  severe 
and  biting,  even  for  that  angry  month.  There  had  been 
snow  in  fhe  morning,  and  it  lay  white  and  dreary  in  va- 
rious ridges  along  the  street.  But  the  wind  was  not 
still  in  the  keen  but  quiet  sharpness  of  frost :  on  the 
contrary,  it  howled  almost  like  a  hurricane  through  th© 
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desolate  thoroughfares,  and  the  lamps  flickered  unstead- 
ily in  the  turbulent  gusts.  Perhaps  it  was  these  blasts 
which  increased  the  haggardness  of  aspect  in  the  young 
man  I  have  mentioned.  His  hair,  which  was  much 
longer  than  is  commonly  worn,  was  tossed  wildly  from 
cheeks  pre  tern  aturally  shrunk,  hollow,  and  livid;  and 
the  frail,  thin  form  seemed  scarcely  able  to  support  it- 
self against  the  rush  of  the  winds. 

As  the  tall  figure,  which,  in  its  masculine  stature  and 
proportions,  and  a  pecuHar  and  nameless  grandeur  of 
bearing,  strongly  contrasted  that  of  the  younger  man, 
now  came  to  that  spot  where  the  streets  meet,  it  paused 
abruptly. 

"  You  are  here  once  more,  Castruccio  Caesarini — it 
is  well !"  said  the  low  but  ringing  voice  of  Ernest  Mal- 
travers.  "  This,  I  believe,  will  not  be  our  last  inter- 
view to-night." 

"  I  ask  you,  sir,"  said  Caesarini,  in  a  tone  in  which 
pride  struggled  with  emotion,  "  I  ask  you  to  tell  me 
how  she  is — whether  you  know — I  cannot  speak — " 

"  Your  work  is  nearly  done,"  answered  Maltravers. 
"A  few  hours  more,  and  your  victim,  for  she  is  yours, 
will  bear  her  tale  to  the  great  judgment-seat.  Murder- 
er as  you  are,  tremble,  for  your  own  hour  approaches !" 

"  She  dies,  and  I  cannot  see  her,  and  you  are  per- 
mitted to  that  last  glimpse  of  human  perfectness  ;  you, 
who  never  loved  her  as  I  did ;  you  !  hated  and  detested '. 
you — " 

Caesarini  paused,  and  his  voice  died  away,  choked  in 
his  own  convulsive  gaspings  for  breath. 

Maltravers  looked  at  him,  from  the  height  of  his  erect 
and  lofty  form,  with  a  merciless  eye,  for  in  this  one 
quarter  Maltravers  had  shut  out  pity  from  his  soul. 

"  Week  criminal !"  said  he,  "  hear  me.  You  received 
at  my  hands  forbearance,  friendship,  fostering  and  anx 
ious  care.  When  your  own  follies  plunged  you  into 
penury,  mine  was  the  unseen  hand  that  plucked  you 
from  famine  or  the  prison.  I  strove  to  redeem,  and 
save,  and  raise  you,  and  endow  your  miserable  spirit 
with  the  thirst  and  the  power  of  honour  and  independ- 
ence. The  agent  of  that  wish  was  Florence  Lascelles ; 
you  repaid  us  well !  a  base  and  fraudulent  forgery,  at- 
taching meanness  to  me,  fraught  with  agony  and  death 
to  her.  Your  conscience  at  last  smote  you ;  you  reveal- 
ed to  her  your  crime ;  one  spark  of  manhood  made  you 
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reveal  it  also  to  myself.  Fresh  as  I  was  in  that  mo- 
ment from  the  contemplation  of  the  ruin  you  had  made, 
I  curbed  the  impulse  that  would  have  crushed  tlie  life 
from  your  bosom.  I  told  you  to  live  on  while  life  was 
left  to  her.  If  she  recovered  I  could  forgive,  if  she  died 
I  must  avenge.  We  entered  into  that  solemn  compact, 
and  in  a  few  hours  the  bond  will  need  the  seal ;  it  is  the 
blood  of  one  of  us.  Castruccio  Ca?sarini,  there  is  justice 
in  heaven.  Deceive  yourself  not ;  you  will  fall  by  my 
hand.  When  the  hour  comes  you  will  hear  from  me. 
Let  me  pass  ;  I  have  no  more  now  to  say." 

Every  syllable  of  this  speech  was  uttered  with  that 
thrilling  distinctness  which  seems  as  if  the  depth  of  the 
heart  spoke  in  the  voice.  But  Caesarini  did  not  appear 
to  understand  its  import.  He  seized  INIaltravers  by  the 
arm,  and  looked  in  his  face  with  a  wild  and  menacing 
glare. 

"  Did  you  tell  me  she  was  dying  !"  he  said  ;  "  I  ask 
you  that  question,  why  do  you  not  answer  me  "l  Oh, 
by-the-way,  you  threaten  me  with  your  vengeance. 
Know  you  not  that  I  long  to  meet  you  front  to  front, 
and  to  the  death.  Did  I  not  tell  you  so  ?  did  I  not  try- 
to  move  your  slow  blood :  to  insult  you  into  a  conflict 
in  which  I  should  have  gloried?  yet  then  you  were 
marble." 

"  Because  my  wrong  T  could  forgive,  and  hers — there 
was  then  a  hope  that  hers  might  not  need  the  atonement. 
Away !" 

Maltravers  shook  the  hold  of  the  Italian  from  his  arm 
and  passed  on.  A  wild,  sharp  yell  of  despair  rang  after 
him,  and  echoed  in  his  ear  as  lie  strode  the  long,  dim, 
solitary  stairs  tliat  led  to  the  deathbed  of  Florence 
Lascelles. 

Maltravers  entered  the  room  adjoining  that  which 
contained  the  sufferer;  the  same  room,  still  gay  and 
cheerful,  in  which  had  been  his  first  interview  with 
Florence  since  their  reconciliation. 

Here  he  found  the  physician  dozing  in  a  fauteuil. 
Lady  Florence  had  fallen  asleep  during  the  last  two  or 
three  hours.  Lord  Saxinghani  was  in  his  own  apart- 
ment, deeply  and  noisily  affected,  for  it  was  not  thought 
that  Florence  could  survive  the  night. 

Maltravers  sat  hijnself  quietly  down.  Before  him, 
on  a  table,  lay  several  manuscript  books,  gayly  and  gor- 
geously bound ;  he  mechanically  opened  them.     Flor- 
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dice's  fair,  noble  Italian  rhaj-acters  met  his  eye  in 
every  page.  Her  rich  and  aotive  mind;  her  love  for 
poetry ;  her  thirst  for  knowledge  ;  her  indulgence  oi 
deep  thought,  spake  from  those  ;pages  like  the  ghosts  of 
herself.  Often,  underscored  wf  h  the  marks  of  her  ap- 
probation, he  chanced  upon  extr^ts  from  his  own  works, 
sometimes  upon  reflections  by  |he  writer  herself,  not 
inferior  in  truth  and  depth  to  liis\)wn ;  snatches  of  wild 
verse  never  completed,  b\it  of  a  |ower  and  energy  be- 
yond the  delicate  grace  of  lady-r^oets ;  brief,  vigorous 
criticisms  on  books  above  the  cohiinon  holyday  studies 
of  the  sex;  indignant  and  sarcastic  aphorisms  on  the 
real  world,  with  high  and  sad  bur§ts-of  feeling  upon  the 
ideal  one  ;  all,  checkering  and  enriching  the  varied  vol- 
umes, told  of  the  rare  gifts  witli  which  this  sin^lar 
girl  was  endowed ;  a  herbal,  as  it  were,  of  witherd  blos- 
soms that  might  have  borne  Haspfrian  fruits.  And 
sometimes,  in  these  outpourings  ftf  l;Jie  full  mind  and 
laden  heart,  were  allusions  to  himself^;  so  tender  and  so 
touching ;  the  pencilled  outlines  of  h^  features  traced 
by  memory  in  a  thousand  aspects  ;  t|ie  reference  to 
former  interviews  and  conversations;;  the  dates  and 
hours  marked  with  a  woman's  minute  and  treasuring 
care !  all  these  tokens  of  genius  and  (?f  love  spoke  to 
him  with  a  voice  that  said — "And  thi4 creature  is  lost 
to  you  for  ever :  you  never  appreciatedlier  till  the  time 
for  her  departure  was  irrevocably  fixed !" 

Maltravers  uttered  a  deep  groan  ;  all  the  past  rushed 
over  him.  Her  romantic  and  imaginative  passion  for 
one  yet  unknown  ;  her  interest  in  his  glory  ;  her  zeal 
for  his  life  of  life  ;  his  spotless  and  haughty  name.  It 
was  as  if  with  her  fame  and  ambition  were  dying  also, 
and  henceforth  nothing  but  common  clay  and  sordid 
motives  were  to  be  left  on  earth. 

How  sudden,  how  awfully  sudden,  had  been  the 
blow !  True,  there  had  been  an  absence  of  some 
months  in  which  the  change  had  operated.  But  ab- 
sence is  a  blank  ;  a  nonentity.  He  had  left  her  in  ap- 
parent health  ;  in  the  tide  of  prosperity  and  pride.  He 
saw  her  again — stricken  down  in  body  and  temper — 
chastened — humbled — dying.  And  this  being,  so  bright 
and  lofty,  how  had  she  loved  him!  Never  had  he  been 
so  loved,  except  in  that  morning  dream  haunted  by  the 
vision  of  the  lost  and  dim-remembered  Alice.  Never 
on  earth  could  he  be  so  loved  again.  The  air  and  as- 
piect  of  the  whole  chamber  grew  to  him  painful  and  op- 
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pressive.  It  was  full  of  her — the  owner  !  There  the 
harp,  whicli  so  well  became  her  muselike  form  that  it 
was  associated  with  her  like  a  part  of  herself!  There 
the  pictures,  fresh  and  glowing  from  her  hand — the  grace 
— the  harmony — the  classic  and  simple  taste  every- 
where displayed  ! 

Rosseau  has  left  to  us  an  immortal  portrait  of  the 
lover  wailing  for  the  first  embraces  of  his  mistress. 
But  to  wait  with  a  pulse  as  feverish,  a  brain  as  dizzy, 
for  her  last  look  ;  to  await  the  moment  of  despair,  not 
of  rapture  ;  to  feel  the  slow  and  dull  time  as  palpable  a 
load  upon  the  heart,  yet  to  shrink  from  your  own  im- 
patience, and  wish  that  the  agony  of  suspense  might 
endure  for  ever ;  this,  oh,  this  is  a  picture  of  intense 
passion  ;  of  flesh  and  blood  reality  ;■  of  the  rare  and  sol- 
emn epochs  of  our  mysterious  life  ;  which  had  been 
worthier  the  genius  of  that  "  Apostle  of  Affliction  !" 

At  length  tlie  door  opened  ;  the  favourite  attendant 
of  Florence  looked  in. 

"  Is  Mr.  Maltravers  there  ]  Oh,  sir,  my  lady  is  awake 
and  would  see  you." 

Maltravers  rose,  but  his  feet  were  glued  to  the  ground  ; 
his  sinking  heart  stood  still ;  it  was  a  mortal  terror  that 
possessed  him.  With  a  deep  sigh  he  shook  off  the 
numbing  spell,  and  passed  to  the  bedside  of  Florence. 

She  sat  up,  propped  by  pillows,  and,  as  he  sank  be- 
side her,  and  clasped  her  wan,  transparent  hand,  she 
looked  at  him  with  a  smile  of  pitying  love. 

"  You  have  been  very,  very  kind  to  me,"  she  said, 
after  a  pause,  and  with  a  voice  which  had  altered  even 
since  the  last  time  he  heard  it,  "  and  you  will  be  re- 
warded. You  have  made  that  part  of  life,  from  which 
human  nature  shrinks  with  dread,  the  happiest  and  the 
brightest  of  all  my  short  and  vain  existence.  My  own 
adored  Ernest — God  bless  you  !" 

A  few  grateful  tears  dropped  from  her  eyes,  and  they 
fell  on  the  hand  which  she  bent  her  lips  to  kiss. 

"  It  was  not  here ;  not  amid  streets  and  the  noisy 
abodes  of  anxious,  worldly  men ;  nor  was  it  in  this 
harsh  and  dreary  season  of  the  year,  that  I  could  have 
wished  to  look  my  last  on  earth.  Could  I  have  seen 
the  face  of  nature ;  could  I  have  watched  once  more 
with  the  summer  sun  amid  those  gentle  scenes  we  loved 
so  well,  death  would  have  had  no  dift'erence  from  sleep. 
But  what  matters  it  1  With  you  there  is  summer  and 
nature  -eversrwhere." 
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Maltravers  raised  his  face,  and  their  eyes  met  in  si- 
lence;  it  was  a  long,  fixed  gaze,  which  spoke  more 
than  all  words  con  Id.  Her  head  dropped  on  his  shoul- 
der, and  there  it  lay,  passive  and  motionless,  for  some 
moments.  A  soft  step  glided  into  the  room — it  was  the 
unhappy  father's.  He  came  to  the  other  side  of  his 
daughter,  and  sobbed  convulsively. 

She  then  raised  herself,  and  even  in  the  shades  of 
death  a  faint  blush  passed  over  her  cheek. 

"  My  good,  dear  father,  what  comfort  will  it  give  you 
hereafter  to  think  how  fondly  you  spoiled  your  Flor- 
ence !" 

Lord  Saxingham  could  not  answer ;  he  clasped  her 
in  his  arms  and  wept  over  her.  Then  he  broke  away 
— looked  on  her  with  a  shudder — 

"  Oh  God !"  he  cried,  "  she  is  dead — she  is  dead !" 

Maltravers  started,  and  waved  aside  the  poor  old 
man  impatiently.  The  physician  kindly  approached, 
and,  taking  Lord  Saxingham's  hand,  led  him  from  the 
room  ;  he  went  mute  and  obedient  like  a  child. 

But  the  struggle  was  not  yet  past.  Florence  once 
more  opened  her  eyes,  and  Maltravers  uttered  a  cry  of 
joy.  But  along  those  eyes  the  film  was  darkening  rap- 
idly, as  still,  through  the  mist  and  shadow,  they  sought 
the  beloved  countenance  which  hung  over  her,  as  if  to 
breathe  life  into  waning  hfe.  Twice  her  lips  moved, 
but  her  voice  failed  her;  she  shook  her  head  sadly. 

Maltravers  hastily  held  to  her  mouth  a  cordial  which 
lay  ready  on  the  table  near  her,  but  scarce  had  it  moist- 
ened her  lips  when  her  whole  frame  grew  heavier  and 
heavier  in  his  clasp.  Her  head  once  more  sank  upon 
his  bosom ;  she  twice  gasped  wildly  for  breath ;  and  at 
length,  raising  her  hand  on  high,  life  struggled  into  its 
expiring  ray. 

"  There — above  ! — Ernest — that  name — Ernest !" 

Yes,  that  name  was  the  last  she  uttered ;  she  was 
evidently  conscious  of  that  thought,  for  a  smile,  as  her 
voice  again  faltered,  a  sweet  smile  and  serene,  that 
smile  never  seen  but  on  the  faces  of  the  dying  and  the 
dead,  borrowed  from  a  light  that  is  not  of  this  world, 
settled  slowly  on  her  brow,  her  lips,  her  whole  counte- 
nance ;  still  she  breathed,  but  the  breath  grew  fainter  ; 
at  length,  without  murmur,  sound,  or  struggle,  it  passed 
away  ;  the  head  dropped  from  his  bosom — the  form  fell 
from  his  arras — all  was  over ! 
■     Vol.  n.— R 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

I 

"  Is  this  the  promised  end  ?" 
Lear. 

It  was  two  hours  after  that  scene  before  Maltravers 
left  the  house.  It  was  then  just  on  the  stroke  of  the 
first  hour  of  morning.  To  him,  as  he  walked  through 
the  streets,  and  the  sharp  winds  liowled  on  his  path,  it 
was  as  if  a  strange  and  wizard  hfe,  a  mechanical  life, 
had  passed  into  and  supported  him;  a  sort  of  drowsy, 
dull  existence.  He  was  like  a  sleep-walker,  uncon- 
.scious  of  all  around  him ;  yet  his  steps  went  safe  and  free ; 
and  the  one  thought  that  possessed  his  being,  into  which 
all  intellect  seemed  shrunk — the  thought,  not  fiery  nor 
vehement,  but  calm,  stern,  and  solemn — the  thought  of 
revenge,  seemed,  as  it  were,  to  have  grown  his  soul  it- 
self. He  arrived  at  the  door  of  Colonel  Danvers, 
mounted  the  stairs,  and,  as  his  friend  advanced  to  meet 
him,  said  calmly,  "  Now,  then,  the  hour  has  arrived." 

"  But  what  would  you  now  ?" 

"  Come  with  me,  and  you  shall  learn." 

"  Very  well,  my  carriage  is  below.  Will  you  direct 
the  servants  ?" 

Maltravers  nodded,  gave  his  orders  to  the  earpless 
footman,  and  the  two  friends  were  soon  driving  through 
the  less-known  and  courtly  regions  of  the  giant  city. 
It  was  then  that  Maltravers  concisely  stated  to  Danvers 
the  fraud  that  had  been  practised  by  Caesarini. 

"  You  will  go  with  me  now,"  concluded  Maltravers, 
"  to  his  house.  To  do  him  justice,  he  is  no  coward ;  he 
has  not  shrunk  from  giving  me  his  address,  nor  will  he 
shrink  from  the  atonement  I  demand.  I  shall  wait  be- 
low while  you  arrange  our  meeting — at  daybreak  for 
to-morrow." 

Danvers  was  astonished  and  even  appalled  by  the 
discovery  made  to  him.  There  was  something  so  unu- 
sual and  strange  in  the  whole  affair.  But  neither  his 
experience  nor  his  principles  of  honour  could  suggest 
any  alternative  to  that  proposed.  He  suppressed  any 
objections  he  might  form,  and  pressed  his  friend's  hand. 
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They  sank  into  silence  till  the  carriage  stopped  at  a 
door  in  a  narrow  lane  in  an  obscure  suburb.  Yet  dark 
as  all  the  houses  around  were,  lights  were  seen  in  the 
upper  windows  of  Caesarini's  residence,  passing  to  and 
fro ;  and  scarce  had  the  servant's  loud  knock  echoed 
through  the  dim  thoroughfare  ere  the  door  was  opened. 
Danvers  descended  and  entered  the  passage — "  Oh,  sir, 
I  am  so  glad  you  are  come !"  said  an  old  woman,  pale 
and  trembling ;  "  he  do  take  on  so  !" 

"There  is  no  mistake,"  asked  Danvers,  halting;  "an 
Italian  gentleman  named  Caesarini  lodges  here  !" 

"  Yes,  sir,  poor  cretur — 1  sent  for  you  to  come  to  him 
— for  says  I  to  my  boy,  says  I — " 

"  Whom  do  you  take  me  for  1" 

"  Why,  la,  sir,  you  he's  the  doctor,  ben't  you  V 

Danvers  made  no  reply ;  he  had  a  mean  opinion  of 
the  courage  of  one  who  could  act  dishonourably ;  he 
thought  there  was  some  design  to  cheat  his  friend  out 
of  his  revenge ;  accordingly,  he  ascended  the  stairs,  mo- 
tioning the  woman  to  precede  him. 

He  came  back  to  the  door  of  the  carriage  in  a  few 
minutes.  "  Let  us  go  home,  Maltravers,"  said  he  ;  "  this 
man  is  not  in  a  state  to  meet  you." 

"Ha!"  cried  Maltravers,  frowning  darkly,  and  all  his 
long-smothered  indignation  rushing  like  fire  through  ev- 
ery vein  of  his  body ;  "  would  he  shrink  from  the  atone- 
ment V  He  pushed  Danvers  impatiently  aside,  leaped 
from  the  carriage,  and  rushed  up  stairs. 

Danvers  followed. 

Heated,  wrought  up,  furious,  Ernest  Maltravers  burst 
into  a  small  and  squalid  chamber ;  from  the  closed  doors 
of  which,  through  many  chinks,  had  gleamed  tlie  light 
that  told  him  Ceesarini  was  within.  And  Caesarini's 
eyes,  blazing  with  horrible  fire,  were  the  first  object 
that  met  his  gaze.  Maltravers  stood  still  as  if  frozen 
into  stone. 

"  Ha !  ha !"  laughed  a  shrill  and  shrieking  voice,  which 
contrasted  dreadly  with  the  accents  of  the  soft  Tuscan 
in  which  the  wild  words  were  strung — "  who  comes 
there  wit'i  garments  rolled  in  blood  1  You  cannot  ac- 
cuse me,  for  ?ni/  blow  drew  no  blood ;  it  went  straight 
to  the  heart ;  it  tore  no  flesh  by  the  way ;  we  Italians 
poison  our  victims !  Where  art  thou,  where  art  thou, 
Maltravers  1  I  am  ready.  Coward,  you  do  not  come. 
Oh,  yes,  yes,  here  you  are;  the  pistols — I  will  not  fight 
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SO.     I  am  a  wild  beast.     Let  us  rend  each  other  with 
our  teeth  and  talons." 

Huddled  up  like  a  heap  of  confused  and  jointless  limbs, 
in  the  fartliest  corner  of  the  room  lay  the  wretch,  a  ra- 
ving maniac  ;  two  men  keeping  tlieir  firm  gripe  on  him, 
which,  ever  and  anon,  with  the  mighty  strength  of  mad- 
ness, he  shook  oft",  to  fall  back  senseless  and  exhausted ; 
his  strained  and  bloodshot  eyes  starting  from  their  sock- 
ets, the  slaver  gathering  round  his  lips,  his  raven  hair 
standing  on  end,  his  delicate  and  symmetrical  features  dis- 
torted into  a  hideous  and  gorgon  aspect.  It  was,  indeed, 
an  appalling  and  sublime  spectacle,  full  of  an  awful 
moral,  the  meeting  of  the  foes  !  Here  stood  Maltravers, 
strong  beyond  the  common  strength  of  men,  in  health, 
power,  conscious  superiority,  premeditated  vengeance, 
wise,  gifted ;  all  his  faculties  ripe,  developed  at  his  com- 
mand; the  complete  and  all-armed  man,  prepared  for 
defence  and  ofl'ence  against  every  foe;  a  man  who,  once 
roused  in  a  righteous  quarrel,  would  not  have  quailed  be- 
fore an  army;  and  there  and  thus  was  his  dark  and  fierce 
purpose  dashed  from  his  soul,  shivered  into  atoms  at  his 
feet.  He  felt  the  nothingness  of  man  and  man's  wrath 
in  the  presence  of  the  madman  on  whose  head  the  thun- 
derbolts of  a  greater  curse  than  human  anger  ever 
breathes  had  fallen.  In  his  horrible  affliction  the  crim- 
inal triumphed  over  the  avenger ! 

"  Yes,  yes  !"  shouted  Caesarini  again  ;  "  they  tell  me 
she  is  dying,  but  he  is  by  her  side ;  pluck  him  thence 
— he  shall  not  touch  her  hand — she  shall  not  bless  him 
— she  is  mine ;  if  I  killed  her,  I  have  saved  her  from 
him  ;  she  is  mine  in  death.  Let  me  in,  I  say ;  I  will 
come  in ;  I  will,  I  will  see  her,  and  strangle  him  at  her 
feet."  With  that,  by  a  tremendous  eflfort,  he  tore  him- 
self from  the  clutch  of  his  holders,  and  with  a  sudden 
and  exultant  bound  he  sprang  across  the  room,  ana 
stood  face  to  face  to  Maltravers.  The  proud  brave 
man  turned  pale  and  recoiled  a  step.  "  It  is  he,  it  is  he  !" 
shrieked  the  maniac,  and  he  leaped  like  a  tiger  at  the 
throat  of  his  rival.  Maltravers  quickly  seized  his  arm, 
and  w^hirled  him  round,  and  he  fell  heavily  on  the  floor, 
mute,  senseless,  and  in  strong  convulsions. 

"  Mysterious  Providence,"  murmured  Maltravers, 
"  thou  hast  justly  rebuked  the  mortal  for  dreaming  he 
might  arrogate  to  himself  thy  privilege  of  vengeance. 
Forgive  the  sinner,  oh  God,  as  I  do,  as  thou  teachest 
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this  stubborn  heart  to  forgive,  a?  she  forgave  who  is 
now  with  thee,  a  blessed  saint  in  heaven  !" 

When,  some  minutes  afterward,  the  doctor,  who  had 
been  sent  for,  arrived,  the  head  of  the  stricken  patient 
lay  on  the  lap  of  his  foe,  and  it  was  the  hand  of  Mal- 
travers  that  wiped  the  froth  from  the  white  lips,  and  the 
voice  of  Maltravers  that  strove  to  sooth,  and  the  tears 
of  Maltravers  that  were  falling  on  that  fiery  brow. 

"  Tend  him,  sir,  tend  him  as  my  brother,"  said  Mal- 
travers, hiding  his  face  as  he  resigned  the  charge. 
"  Let  him  have  all  that  can  alleviate  and  cure  ;  removes 
him  hence  to  some  fitter  abode ;  send  for  the  best  ad- 
vice. Restore  him,  and — and — "  He  could  say  no 
more,  but  left  the  room  abruptly. 

It  was  afterward  ascertained  that  Caesarini  had  re- 
mained in  the  streets  after  his  short  interview  with  Er- 
nest; that,  at  length,  he  had  knocked  at  Lord  Saxing- 
hani's  door  just  in  the  very  hour  when  death  had 
claimed  its  victim.  He  heard  the  announcement,  he 
sought  to  force  his  way  up  stairs,  they  thrust  him  from 
the  house,  and  nothing  more  of  him  was  known  till  hb 
arrived  at  his  own  door  an  hour  before  Danvers  and 
Maltravers  came,  in  raging  phrensy.  Perhaps  by  one 
of  the  dim  erratic  gleams  of  light  which  always  checker 
the  darkness  of  insanity,  he  retained  some  faint  remem- 
brance of  his  compact  and  assignation  with  Maltravers, 
which  had  happily  guided  his  steps  back  to  his  abode. 


It  was  two  months  after  this  scene,  a  lovely  Sabbatli 
morning  in  tlie  earliest  May,  as  Lumley,  Lord  Var- 
grave,  sat  alone  by  the  window  in  his  late  uncle's  villa, 
in  his  late  uncle's  easy-chair ;  his  eyes  were  resting 
musingly  on  the  green  lawn  on  which  the  windows 
opened,  or  rather  on  two  forms  that  were  seated  upon 
a  rustic  bench  in  the  middle  of  the  sward.  One  was 
the  widow  in  her  weeds,  the  other  was  that  fair  and 
lovely  child  destined  to  be  the  bride  of  the  new  lord. 
The  hands  of  the  mother  and  daughter  were  clasped 
each  in  each.  There  was  sadness  in  the  faces  of  both, 
deeper,  yet  more  resigned  on  that  of  the  elder,  for  the 
child  sought  to  console  her  parent,  and  grief  in  child- 
hood comes  with  a  butterfly's  wing. 

Lumley  gazed  on  them  both,  and  on  the  child  more 
earnestly 
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"  She  is  very  lovely,"  he  said ;  "  she  will  be  very 
rich.  After  all,  I  am  not  to  be  pitied.  I  am  a  peer, 
and  I  have  enough  to  live  upon  at  pre.sent.  I  am  a 
rising  man ;  our  party  wants  peers  ;  and  though  I  could 
not  have  had  more  than  a  subaltern's  seat  at  the  treas- 
ury board  six  months  ago,  when  I  was  an  active, 
zealous,  able  commoner,  now  that  I  am  a  lord,  with 
Avhat  they  call  a  stake  in  the  country,  I  may  open  my 
mouth,  and — bless  me  ! — I  know  not  how  many  windfalls 
may  drop  in !  My  uncle  was  wiser  than  I  thought  in 
wrestling  for  this  peerage,  which  he  won  and  I  wear ! 
Then,  by-and-by,  just  at  the  age  when  I  want  to  marry 
and  have  an  heir  (and  a  pretty  Avife  saves  one  a  vast 
deal  of  trouble),  200,000/.  and  a  young  beauty  !  Come, 
come,  I  have  strong  cards  in  my  hands  if  1  play  them 
tolerably.  I  must  take  care  that  she  falls  desperately 
in  love  with  me.  Leave  me  alone  for  that ;  I  know  the 
sex,  and  have  never  failed  except  in — ah,  that  poor 
Florence  !  Well,  it  is  no  use  regretting  !  Like  thrifty 
artists,  we  must  paint  out  the  unmarketable  picture,  and 
cull  luckier  creations  to  fill  up  the  same  canvass !" 

Here  the  servant  interrupted  Lord  Vargrave's  medi- 
tation by  bringing  in  the  letters  and  the  newspapers 
which  had  just  been  forwarded  from  his  town  house. 
Lord  Vargrave  had  spoken  in  the  lords  on  the  previous 
Friday,  and  he  wished  to  see  what  the  Sunday  newspa- 
pers said  of  his  speech.  So  he  look  up  one  of  the  lead- 
ing papers  before  he  opened  the  letters.  His  eyes 
rested  upon  two  paragraphs  in  close  neighbourhood  with 
each  other  :  the  first  ran  thus  : — 

"  The  celebrated  Mr.  IMaltravers  has  abruptly  re- 
signed his  seat  for  the of ,  and  left  town  yes- 
terday on  an  extended  tour  on  the  Continent.  Specu- 
lation is  busy  on  the  causes  of  the  singular  and  unex- 
pected self-exile  of  a  gentleman  so  distinguished — in 
the  very  zenith  of  his  career." 

"  So  he  has  given  up  the  game,"  muttered  Lord  Var- 
grave ;  "  he  was  never  a  practical  man ;  I  am  glad  he  is 
out  of  the  way.     But  what's  this  about  myself?" 

"  We  hear  that  important  changes  are  to  take  place 
in  the  government ;  it  is  said  that  ministers  are  at  last 
alive  to  the  necessity  of  strengthening  themselves  with 
new  talent.  Among  other  appointments  confidently 
spoken  of  in  the  best-informed  circles,  we  learn  that 
Lord  Vargrave  is  to  have  the  place  of  ******,     It  will  be 
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a  popular  appointment.  Lord  Vargrave  is  not  a  holyday 
orator,  a  mere  declamatory  rhetorician,  but  a  man  of 
clear  business-like  views,  and  was  highly  thought  of  in 
the  House  of  Commons.  He  has  also  the  art  of  at- 
taching his  friends,  and  his  frank,  manly  character  can- 
not fail  to  have  its  due  effect  with  the  English  public. 
In  another  column  of  our  journal  our  readers  will  see  a 
full  report  of  his  excellent  maiden  speech  in  the  Housq 
of  Lords  on  Friday  last :  the  sentiments  there  ex- 
pressed do  the  highest  honour  to  his  lordship's  patriotism 
and  sagacity." 

"  Very  well,  very  well,  indeed,"  said  Lumley,  rubbing 
his  hands,  and,  turning  to  his  letters,  his  attention  was 
drawn  to  one  of  an  enormous  seal,  marked  "  Private 
and  confidential."  He  knew  before  he  openedit  that  it 
contained  the  offer  of  the  appointment  alluded  to  in  the 
newspapers.  He  read,  and  rose  exultingly ;  passing 
through  the  French  windows,  he  joined  Lady  Vargrave 
and  Evelyn  on  the  lawn,  and  as  he  smiled  on  the  mother 
and  caressed  the  child,  the  scene  and  the  group  made 
a  pleasant  picture  of  English  domestic  happiness. 


Here  ends  the  first  portion  of  this  work  :  it  ends  with 
what,  though  rare  in  novels,  is  common  in  human  life; 
the  afHiction  of  the  good,  the  triumph  of  the  unprin- 
cipled ;  Ernest  Maltravers,  a  lonely  wanderer,  disgusted 
with  the  world,  blighted  prematurely  in  a  useful  and 
glorious  ambition;  "remote,  unfriended,  melancholy;" 
Lumley  Ferrers,  prosperous  and  elated;  life  smiling 
before  him  ;  rising  in  the  councils  of  the  proudest  and 
perhaps  the  wisest  of  European  nations,  and  wrapped 
in  a  hardy  stoicism  of  levity  and  selfishness,  that  not 
only  defied  grief,  but  silenced  conscience. 

If  the  reader  be  interested  in  what  remains — if  he 
desire  to  know  more  of  the  various  characters  which 
have  breathed  and  moved  throughout  this  history,  he 
will  soon  be  enabled  to  gratify  his  curiosity,  and  com- 
plete what  the  author  believes  to  be  a  faithful  survey 
of  the  Philosophy  of  Human  Life. 


THE   END. 
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New-York,  during  the  Revolution.     By  W.  W.  Campbell.    Svo. 

A  Narrative  of  Events  connected  with  the  Rise  and 
Progress  of  the  Protestant  Episcopal  Church  in  Virginia.  To 
which  is  added  an  Appendix,  containing  tl»e  Journals  of  the  Con- 
ventions in  Virginia  from  the  Commencement  to  the  present  Time. 
By  Francis  L.  Hawkes.    Svo. 

A  Memoir  of  the  Life  of  William  Livingston,  Member 

of  Congress  in  1774,  1775,  and  177(5;  Delegate  to  the  Federal 
Convention  in  1787,  and  Governor  of  the  State  of  New-Jersey 
from  1776  to  1790.  With  Extracts  from  his  Correspondence,  and 
Notices  of  various  Members  of  his  Family.  By  The«xiore  Sedg. 
wick,  Jun.    Svo.     With  a  Portrait. 

England  and  America.     A  Comparison  of  the  Social 

and  Political  State  of  both  Nations.    8>  o. 
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The  Writings  of  Robert  C.  Sands,  in  Prose  and  Verse. 

With  a  Memoir  of  the  Author.     In  2  vols.  8vo.     With  a  Por- 
trait. 

Narrative  of  an  Expedition  througli  the  Upper  Missis- 
sippi to  Itasca  Lake,  the  actual  Source  of  this  River  :  embracing 
an  Exploratory  Trip  through  the  St.  Croix  and  Bumtwood  (or 
Brul6)  Rivers.     By  Henry  Schoolcraft.     8vo.     With  Maps. 

Sketches  of  Turkey  in  1831  and  1832.  By  an  Ameri- 
can.   8vo.    With  Engravings. 

Letters  from  the  iEgean.      By  James  Emerson,  Esq. 

8vo. 

Records  of  my   Life.     By  John   Taylor,    Author  of 

"  Monsieur  Tonson."    8vo. 

The  History  of  the  American  Theatre.     By  Wilham 

Dunlap.    8vo. 

Memoirs  of  the  Duchess  d'Abrantes,  (Madame  Junot.) 

8vc.     With  a  Portrait. 

Memoirs  of  Lucien  Bonaparte,  (Prince  of  Canino.) 
12mo. 

The  Life  and  Remains  of  Edward  Daniel  Clarke,     By 

the  Rev.  William  Otter,  A.M.,  F.L.S.    8vo. 

Visits  and  Sketches  at  Home  and  Abroad.     With  Tales 

and  Miscellanies  now  first  collected,  and  a  new  Edition  of  the 
"  Diary  of  an  Ennuyee."     By  Mrs.  Jameson.     In  2  vols.  12mo. 

PuWic  and  Private  Economy.  By  Theodore  Sedo-- 
wick.     Part  First.     12mo. 

The  History  of  Virgil  A.  Stewart,  and  his  Adventures 

in  Capturing  and  Exposing  the  Great  "  Western  Land  Pirate" 
and  liisGang,  m  Connexion  with  the  Evidence;  also  of  the  Trials 
Confessions,  and  Execution  of  a  numberof  Murreil's  Associates  id 
the  State  of  Mississippi  during  the  Suminerof  1835,  andthe  Execu 
tion  of  five  Professional  Gamblers  by  the  Citizens  of  Vicksburgh 
on  the  6th  July,  1835.  Compiled  by  H.  R.  Howard.  In  one  vol 
uine,  12mo. 

Slavery  in  the  United  States.    By  James  K.  Paulding 
In  one  volume,  18mo. 

Letters,  Conversations,  and  Recollections  of  the  lat- 

S.  T.  Coleridge.     In  one  volume,  12mo. 

Specimens  of  the  Table-Talk  of  the  late  Samuel  Tay 

lor  Coleridge.    In  one  volume.  12ino. 


%  Valuable  Woiks  Published  by 

Protestant  Jesuitism.      By  a  Protestant.     In  one  vol 

ume,  12mo. 

Four  Years  in  Great  Britain.  By  Calvin  Colton.  In 
one  volume,  I2mo. 

Thoughts  on  the  Religious  State  of  the  Country  :  with 
Reasons  for  preferring  Episcopacy.  By  the  Rev.  Calvin  Colton. 
In  one  volume,  12nio. 

Lives  of  the  Necromancers;   or,  an  Account  of  the 

most  Eminent  Persons  in  Successive  Ages  who  have  claimed  for 
themselves,  or  to  whom  has  been  ii.^uted  by  others,  the  Exer 
cise  of  Magical  Power.     By  William  (jodwin.     r2mo. 

The  South- West.     By  a  Yankee.     In  2  vols.     12mo. 

The  Rambler  in   North  America:    1832-1833.     By 

Charles  Joseph  Latrobe,  Author  of  the  "  Alpenstock,"  &c.  Id 
2  vols.  12nio. 

The  Rambler  in  Mexico  :  1834.  By  Charles  Joseph 
Latrobe.    In  one  volume,  r2mo. 

Common  School  Library.     First  Series.      18mo. 

Common  School  Library.     Second  Series.      18mo. 

The  Life  of  Edmund  Kean.  By  Barry  Cornwall. 
12mo. 

The  Life  of  Wiclif.     By  Charles  Webb  Le  Bas,  A.M. 

18mo.     With  a  Portrait. 

The  Life  of  Archbishop  Cranmer.  By  Charles  Webb 
Le  Bas,  A.M.     In  2  vols.  18mo.     With  a  Portrait. 

The  Consistency  of  the  whole  Scheme  of  Revelation 

with  Itself  and  with  Human  Reason.  By  Philip  Nicholas  Shut- 
tleworth,  D.D.     18mo. 

Luther  and  the  Lutheran  Reformation.     By  the  Rev, 

John  Scott,  A.M.    In  2  vols.  ISino.     With  Portraits. 

History  of  the  Reformed  Religion  in  France.  By  the 
Rev.  Edward  Smedley.    In  3  vols.  ISmo.     With  Engravings. 

A  Narrative  of  the  Visit  to  the  American  Churches,  by 
the  Deputation  from  the  Congregational  Union  of  England  and 
Wales.  By  Andrew  Reed,  D.D.  and  James  Matheson,  D  D.  In 
2  vols.  12mo. 

No  Fiction  :  a  Narrative  founded  on  Recent  and  In» 
teresting  Facts.    By  the  Rev  Andrew  Reed,  D.D     New  Edi 

tlOQ.      12010. 
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Martha :  a  Memorial  of  an  only  and  beloved  Sister. 
By  the  Rev.  Andrew  Keed,  Author  of  "  No  Fiction."     12nio. 

Matthias   and   his  Impostures ;    or,    the   Progress   of 

Fanaticism.  Illustrated  in  the  extraordinary  Case  of  Robert  Mat- 
thews, and  some  of  hia  Forerunners  and  Disciples.  By  William 
L.  Stone.     18mo. 

Constantinople  and  its  Environs.  In  a  Series  of  Let- 
ters, exhibiting  the  actual  State  of  the  Manners,  Customs,  and  Hab- 
Its  of  the  Turks,  Armenians,  Jews,  and  Greeks,  a?  modified  by 
the  Policy  of  Sultan  Mahmoud.  By  an  American,  long  Resident 
at  Constantinople  (Commodore  Porter).     2  vols.  12mo. 

The  Tourist,  or  Pocket  Manual  for  Travellers  on  the 
Hudson  River,  the  Western  Canal  and  Stage  Road  to  Niagara 
Falls,  down  Lake  Ontario  and  the  St.  Lawrence  to  Montreal  and 
Quebec.  Comprising  also  the  Routes  to  Lebanon,  Ballston,  and 
Saratoga  Springs.     18mo.    With  a  Map. 

An  Improved  Map  of  the  Hudson  River,  with  the  Post 
Roads  between  New  York  and  Albany. 

The  Life  of  Andrew  Jackson,  President  of  the  United 
States  of  America.  By  William  Cobbett,  M.P.  J8mo.  With  a 
Portrait. 

Things  as  they  are  ;  or,  Notes  of  a  Traveller  through 
some  of  the  Middle  and  Northern  States.    12mo.  With  Engravings. 

Letters  to  Young  Ladies.     By  Mrs.  L.  H.  Sigourney. 

Third  Edition  enlarged.     12mo. 

The  Political  Grammar  of  the  United  States  ;  or,  a 
Complete  View  of  the  Theory  and  Practice  of  the  General  and 
State  Governments,  with  the  Relations  between  them.  By  Ed- 
ward D.  Mansfield.     12mo. 

Elements  of  the  Etiology  and  Philosophy  of  Epidem- 
ics.   In  two  Parts.    By  Joseph  Mather  Smith,  M.D. 

A  Treatise  on  Language  ;  or,  the  Relations  which 
Words  bear  to  Things.    By  A.  B.  Johnson. 

History  of  Priestcraft  in  all  Ages  and  Countries.  By 
William  Howitt.    In  one  volume,  12mo. 

The  History  of  Henry  Milner,  a  Little  Boy  who  was 
not  brought  up  according  to  the  Fashions  of  this  World.  In 
three  Parts.     By  Mrs.  Sherwood. 

The  Lady  of  the  Manor ;  being  a  Series  of  Conver- 
sations on  ihe  Subject  of  Confirmation.'  By  Mrs.  Sherwood.  In 
4  vols.  12mo. 


10  Valuable  H  orHs  Puftenhect  by 

Practical  Education.     By  Maria  Edgeworlh,  and  by 
Richard  Lovell  Edgeworth. 

Kosainond,  with  other  Tales.  By  Maria  Edgeworth. 
In  one  volume,  l2ino. 

The  Parent's  Assistant.  By  Maria  Edgeworth.  In 
one  volume,  12mo. 

Harry  and  Lucy;  with  other  Stories.  By  Maria 
Edgeworth.     In  2  vols.  12mo. 

Frank.  (Complete.)  By  Maria  Edgeworth.  In  one 
volume,  12mo. 

A  Winter  in  the  West,  By  a  New-Yorker.  (C.  F. 
Hoffman,  Esq.)    In  2  vols.  12mo. 

Franco  :   Social,  Literary,  and  Political.     By  H.  L. 

Bulwer,  Esq.,  M.P.    In  2  vols.  12rao. 

Domestic  Duties,  or  Instructions   to  Young  Married 

Ladies  on  the  Marmgemt'iil  of  their  Households,  and  the  Regula- 
tion of  their  Conduct  in  the  various  Relations  ami  Duties  of 
Married  Life.  By  Mrs.  W.  Parkes.  With  Improvements.  la 
one  volume,  12mo. 

Anecdotes  of  Sir  Walter  Scott.  By  the  Ettrick  Shep- 
herd. With  a  Life  of  the  Author,  by  S.  Uewitt  Bioodgood,  Esq. 
In  one  volume,  12mo. 

The  Life  of  Baron  Cuvier.     By  Mrs.  Lee.     In  one 

volume,  12iTio. 

Letters  to  Ada.  By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Pise.  In  one  vol- 
ume, 18mo. 

Letters  of  J.  Downing,  Major,  Downingville  Militia, 

Second  Brigade,  to  his  Old  Friend  Mr.  Dwight  of  the  New-York 
Daily  Advertiser.     In  one  volume,  18mo.     With  Engravings. 

Sketches  and  Eccentricities  of  Col.  David  Crockett. 

In  one  volume,  12mo. 

Scenes  in  our  Parish.  By  a  "  Country  Parson's" 
Daughter.    In  one  volume,  12mo. 

The  Life,  Character,  and  Literary  Labours  of  Samuel 
Drew,  A.M.     By  his  eldest  Son.     In  one  volume,  12mo. 

The  Life  of  Mrs.  Siddons.     By  Thomas  Campbell. 

In  one  volurna,  12mo.     With  a  Portrait. 

Observations  on  Professions,  Literature,  Manners,  and 
Emigration,  in  the  United  States  and  Canada,  By  the  Rev.  Isaac 
Fidier.    la  one  volume  12aK> 
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Cobb's  School  Books.     Including  Walker's  Dictionary, 

Explanatory  Arithmetic,  Nos.  1  &  2,  North  American  Reader,  &c. 

The  Sibyl's  Leaves.     By  Mrs.  Coley. 

Discourses  and  Addresses  on  Subjects  of  American 
History,  Arts,  and  Literature.  By  Gulian  C.  Verplanck.  In  one 
volume,  12mo. 

Narrative  of  Voyages  to  Explore  the  Shores  of  Africa, 
Arabia,  and  Madagascar ;  performed  in  H.  M.  Ships  Leven  and 
Baracouta,  under  the  Direction  of  Captain  W.  F.  W.  Owen,  R.N. 
In  2  vols.  12mo. 

A  Treatise  on  the  Millennium  ;  in  which  the  prevail- 

mg  Theories  on  that  Subject  are  carefully  examined ;  and  the 
True  Scriptural  Doctrine  attempted  to  be  elicited  and  established. 
By  George  Bush,  A.M.     In  one  volume,  12mo. 

A  Concordance  to  the  Holy  Scriptures  of  the  Old  and 

New  Testaments.  By  John  Brown  of  Haddington.  In  one  vol- 
ume, 32nio. 

The  Comforter ;  or,  Extracts  selected  for  the  Consola- 
tion of  Mourners  under  the  Bereatvement  of  Friends  and  Relations. 
By  a  Village  Pastor.    In  one  volume,  12mo. 

The  Note-Book  of  a  Country  Clergyman.      In  one 

volume,  18mo. 

A  Tabic  of  Logarithms,  of  Logarithmic  Sines,  and  a 

Traverse  Table.     In  one  volume,  12mo. 

Modern  American  Cookery.  With  a  List  of  Family 
Medical  Receipts,  and  a  Valuable  Miscellany.  By  Miss  P.  Smith. 
In  one  volume,  16mo. 

Apician  Morsels  ;  or,  Tales  of  the  Table,  Kitchen,  and 

Larder  :  containmg  a  new  and  improved  Code  of  Eahcs ;  Select 
Epicurean  Precepts  ;  Nutritive  Ma.xims,  Reflections,  Anecdotes, 
&c.  By  Dick  Humelbergius  Secundus.  In  one  volume,  12mo. 
With  Engravings. 

A  Subaltern's  Furlough :    Descriptive  of  Scenery  in 

various  parts  of  the  United  States,  Upper  and  Lower  Canada, 
New-Brunswick,  and  Nova  Scotia,  during  the  Summer  and  Au- 
tumn of  1832.  By  E.  T.  Coke,  Lieutenant  of  the  45th  Regiment. 
In  2  vols.  12mo. 

Memoirs   of  General  Lafayette   and  of  the    French 

Revolution  of  1830.  By  B.  Sarrans,  Secretary  to  General  Lafay- 
ette.   In  two  vols.  12mo. 

My  Imprisonments  :  Memoirs  of  Silvio  Pellico  Da 
Saluzzo.  Translated  from  the  Italiaa  By  Thomas  Roscoe.  la 
one  volume,  12mo. 


12  atuable  Works  Published  hy 

The  Life  and  Death  of  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald.     By 

Thomas  Woore.     In  2  vols.  VZiuo. 
Full  Annals  of  the  Revolution   in  France,   1830.    To 

which  is  added,  a  Particular  Account  of  the  Celebration  of  said 
Revolution  in  the  City  of  New-York,  on  the  25th  November, 
1830.     By  Myer  Moses.     In  ojie  volume,  12mo. 

The  Condition  of  Greece      By  Col.  J.  P.  Miller.     In 
one  volume,  J2mo. 

Dramatic  Scenes  from  Real  Life      By  Lady  Morgan. 
In  2  vols.  12mo. 

A.  Home  Tour  through  the  Manufacturing  Districts  of 

England,  m  the  Suiniaer  of  1835.  By  Sir  George  Head.  Au- 
thor of ''  Forest  Scenes  and  Incidents  m  the  VVilds  of  North  Ame- 
rica."   12mo. 

Athens :  Its  Rise  and  Fall.     By  E.  L.  Buhver,  M.P. 
In  2  vols.  12mo. 

The  Religious  Opinions  and  Character  of  Washing- 
ton.    By  E.  C.  M'Guire.     In  one  volume,  12mo. 

The  Rivals  of  Este,  and  other  Poems.     By  James  G. 
Brooks,  and  Mary  E.  Brooks.     In  one  volume,  12ino. 

The    Doom   of  Devorgoil,  a   Melo-Drame.     Auchin- 

drane;  or,  The  Ayrshire  Tragedy.  By  Sir  Walter  Scott.  In 
one  volume,  12mo. 


FAMILY    LIBRARY. 

Abundantly  Illustrated   br  Maps.  Poriraits,  and  other  Enaravingrs  od  Steel,  Copper,  and  Wood. 
BouD'l  UDiforuilT,  but  each  work  suld  separaiely. 

Nos.  1,  2,  3.     The  History  of  the  Jews.     From  the 

earliest  Period  to  thn  Present  Time.     By  the  Rev.  H.  H.  Milman. 
With  Engravings,  Maps,  &c. 

4,  5.     The  Life  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte.     By  J.  G. 

Lockhart,  Esq.     With  Portraits. 

6.  The  Life  of  Nelson.    By  Robert  Southey,  LL.D. 

With  a  Portrait. 

7.  The   Life   and  Actions  of  Alexander  the  Great. 
By  the  Rev.  J.  Williams.     With  a  Map. 

8.  74.      The  Natural  History  of  Insects.      In  2  vols. 

18mo.     With  Engravings. 

9.  The  Life  of  Lord  Byron.     By  John  Galu 
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iO.  The  Life  of  Mohammed,  Founder  of  the  Reli- 
gion of  Islam,  and  the  Empire  of  the  Saracens.  By  the  Rev. 
George  Bush  of  ]S'ew-York.    With  Engravmgs. 

11.  Letters  on  Qemonology  and  Witchcraft.  By  Sir 
Walter  Scott,  Bart.     Wrth-a«.i^graving. 

12,  13.     History  of  the  Bible.""  By.  the  Rev.  G.  R, 

Gleig.    WuhaMap.  ""—■-.,„■» 

14.  Narrative   of  Discovery   and-  Adventure  in  thie!'-'^'* 

Polar  Seas  ami  Regions.  With  Illustrations  oftheir  Climate,  Geol- 
ogy, and  Naiiffai*4*i«^ry,  with  an  Account  of  the  Whale-Fishery. 
By  Professors  Leslie  and  J^ctieson,  and  tlUgh  Murray,  Esq.     With 

Maps,  &c.  ■     „. 

15.  The   Life   and   Times   of  ^1&©<M;greNli.e    Fourth. 

V\jth  Anecdotes  of  CUstinguishtid  Persons  of  the  hwtt  Fifty  Years. 
By  tlieKev.  George  Croly.  '^'•'■. 

lo>^r.  Narrative  df  Discovery  and  Adventure  in  Africa. 
Eroni  the  Earliest  Ages  to  the  Present  Tiuie.  With  Illustrations 
of  Us  Geology,  Mineralogy,  and  Zoology.  By  Prof&SjRsr  Jame- 
son, and  James  Wilson  and  Hugh  Murray,  Esqrs.  '"'••srt^.^ 

17,  18, 19,  66,  67.  Lives  of  the  most  Eminent  Paint- 
ers and  Sculptors.     By  Allan  Cunningham,  Esq.    With  Portraits. 

20.      Hist.o«j;^of   Chivalry   and   the    Cnisades.      By 

G    P.  ii.  James."  With  Engravings.   ..,^  v 

^i,  22.     The  Life  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots.     By 

**K,^  F&Rry  Glassford  Bell,  Esq.     Wilh'.i  Ptirtrait. 

53;  A  View  of  Ancient  and  Modern  Egypt.  With 
art  Outline  of  lU  Natural  History.     By  the  Rev.  M.  Russell,  LL.D. 

24.  History  of  Poland.  From  the  Earliest  Period  to 
the  Present  Tune.    By  James  Fletcher,  Esq.     With  a  Portrait. 


'(-. 


25.  i^estivalsf  Games,  and  Araugements,  Ancient  and 

Modern.     By  Horittio  Smith,  Esq.     With  Additions,  by  Samuel        ' 
Woodwortli,  Esq.  of  New-York.  ,  \ 

26.  Life  of  Sir  Isaac  Nev/ton.    .  By^Sir  .David-Br^W'-*'*'*^ 
ster,  K.B.,  LL.D.,  F.R.S.    With  Engravmgs. 

27.  Palestine,  or  the  Holy  Land.     From  the  Earliest 
Period  to  the  Present  Time.     By  the  Rev.  M.  Russell,  LL.D. 

28.  Memoirs  of  the  Empress  Josephine.     Fy  John 
S.  Memes,  LL.-R.    With  Portraits, 

29.  The  Court  and  Camp  of  Bonaparte.     With  a 

Portrait. 
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14  Valuable  WorJu  Published  by 

30.  Lives  and  Voyages  of  Drake,  Cavendish,  and 

Dampier.  Including  an  Introductory  View  of  the  Earlier  Dis- 
coveries in  the  iSouth  Seas,  and  the  History  of  the  Bucaniers. 
With  Portraits. 

31.  Description  of  Pitcairn's  Island,  and  its  Inhab 

jtants.  With  an  Authentic  Account  of  the  Mutiny  of  the  Ship 
Bounty,  and  of  the  subsequent  Fortunes  of  the  Mutineers.  By 
J.  Barrow,  Esq.     With  Engravings. 

32,  72.     Sacred  History  of  the  World,  as  displayed 

in  the  Creation  and  Subsequent  Events  to  the  Deluge.  Attempt- 
ed to  be  Philosophically  considered  in  a  Series  of  Letters  to  a  Son- 
By  Sharon  Turner,  F.S.A. 

33,  34.  Memoirs  of  Celebrated  Female  Sovereigns. 
By  Mrs.  Jameson. 

35,  36.  Journal  of  an  Expedition  to  explore  the 
Course  and  Termination  of  the  Niger.  With  a  Narrative  of  a 
Voyage  down  that  River  to  Us  Terinmation.  By  Richard  and 
John  Lander.     With  Engravings. 

37.  Inquiries  concerning  the  Intellectual  Powers,  and 
the  Investigation  of  Truth.  By  John  Abercrombie,  M.D.,  F.R.S 
With  Questions. 

38,  39,  40.  Lives  of  Celebrated  Travellers.  By 
James  Augustus  St.  John. 

41,  42.  Life  of  Frederic  the  Second,  King  of  Prussia. 
By  Lord  Dover.     With  a  Portrait. 

43,  44.     Sketches  from  Venetian  History.      By  the 

Rev.  E.  Smedley,  M.A.    With  Engravings. 
45,  46.     Indian  Biography  ;  or,  an  Historical  Account 

of  those  individuals  who  have  been  distinguished  among  the  North 
American  Natives  as  Orators,  Warriors,  Statesmen,  and  other  Re- 
markable Characters.    By  B.  B.  Thatcher,  Esq.    Witla  a  Portrait. 

47,  48,  49.  Historical  and  Descriptive  Account  of 
British  India.  From  the  most  Remote  Period  to  the  Present  Time. 
Including  a  Narrative  of  the  Early  Portuguese  and  English  Voy- 
ages, the  Revolutions  in  the  Mogul  Empire,  and  the  Origin,  Prog- 
ress, and  Establishment  of  the  {British  Power;  with  Illustrations 
of  the  Botany,  Zoology,  Climate,  Geology,  and  Mineralogy.  By 
Hugh  Murray,  Esq.,  James  Wilson,  Esq.,  R.  K.  Greville,  LL.D., 
Whitelaw  Amslie,  M.D.,  William  Rhind,  Esq.,  Professor  Jameson, 
Professor  Wallace,  and  Captain  Clarence  Dalrymple. 

60.  Letters  on  Natural  Magic.  Addressed  to  Sj 
Walter  Scott.    By  Dr.  Brewster.    With  Engravings, 
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